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Foreword 



In the late 1970's and early '80's the Utah-Idaho Sugar Company closed its doors 
after being in business for almost a century. The company had contributed 
substantially to the economy of several western states and its demise dealt a 
devastating blow to those involved in the industry. 

The closure impacted not only the farmers but individuals who had devoted 
their careers to building the company and who were now unemployed. Such was the 
lot of my dad, Arch W. Richards, who had worked at U&I for nearly 40 years as a 
researcher and agronomist and was quickly approaching retirement age. This closure 
put in motion events that would eventually lead Dad to accept a position with the 
Harza Corporation of Chicago who had recently built a dam in Pakistan. As a part of 
this project Harza provided agronomists to teach the farmers new methods to 
maximize their productivity. Dad's contract was for 21 months and he was to work 
directly with the Secretary of Agriculture. This assignment would prove to be one of 
the most challenging and yet rewarding of his career. 

And so, in August of 1980, leaving behind all that they knew and held dear, they 
left for Pakistan and entered a world that was indeed "foreign" to them. The 
population of 84 million was over 95% Islamic, with an average annual income 
around $600/person (CIA World Factbook, Dec 18, 2008). The region was 
experiencing great political tension given the Soviet invasion of neighboring 
Afghanistan in 1979. The city where they lived was Peshawar, located on the edge of 
the Khyber pass on the border with Afghanistan. It served as a political center for 
the US-backed, anti-Soviet mujahideen and was surrounded by huge camps of 
refugees from the Afghan war. 

Fortunately for us children and grandchildren, Mom and Dad chose to keep 
personal journals of their daily experiences. Not only was this therapeutic for them 
but it also left behind for posterity a candid glimpse into their lives and hearts during 
a time of adjustment, growth, and trial. I think they hoped that one day their story 
would be told and influence their posterity to be "true to the faith that [their] parents 
have cherished." In one journal entry dated Friday, September 19, 1980 Daddy 
wrote: 

". . . . today as I meditate about my grandsons and granddaughters, I am proud of the 
accomplishments of each and bear witness to them that they have been borne of goodly parents who 
fear and give heed to the words of God; being steadfast in their desire to keep His commandments 
and walk uprightly before man and God. May each of you give heed to the saving principles of God 
lest you be denied exaltation with your loved ones and those who love you. " 

This book has a photo book that accompanies it with pictures taken by Mom 
and Dad throughout their stay. Most journal entries were made in their own 
handwriting and a sample of that is provided at the end of the book. I have tried to 
preserve the integrity of their entries and their individual writing styles, only making 
spelling and punctuation changes when the meaning wasn't clear. The original 
journals are in my possession and will be preserved. 




Source: CIA World Factbook, 24 July 2008 edition 



Tuesday, August 12, 1980 [Ilene] 



Well, we made it! Here we are 37,000 feet high on our way to London. Nathan 
and Maurine and baby Laurel drove us to Seattle and stayed with us until this huge 
PanAm 747 took off at 6:30 p.m. Needless to say, I had mixed emotions leaving 
friends and loved ones behind, venturing into an unknown culture and land. 

The past two months have been somewhat hectic, but fun. We've rented our 
home to a lovely young couple, Kerry and Elaine Montague. We shipped just our 
household goods, but left furniture behind. I know in my heart that this is the right 
thing for us to do, but it has been hard. I have no fear of going to Pakistan or flying; 
just lonely pangs for my family. In our small way I pray we can be of service to the 
Lord there. We have and love each other. 

Our trip to London will take eight hours and 40 minutes, meaning we will arrive 
there at 3 a.m. our time, but 11:20 a.m. London time. We have been warned about 
jet lag so we must be sure we rest when we get there. Dinner should be served before 
long and I'm hungry. 

Tuesday, August 12, 1980 [Arch] 

The morning started pretty early. We bailed out of bed at 5:30 a.m. and 
performed the usual bathroom chores. After a quick bath and shave at Nathan's, 
Ilene cooked six eggs for us for breakfast. After eating two eggs and toast, rounding 
up our gear, and loading Nate's kids in the car, we traveled to Judd and Kathryn 
Allsop's and dropped off the kids except Laurel, and continued our journey to 
Seattle. Arrived at the airport (Sea Tak) at 1:30 p.m. We checked our suitcases and 
then took Nate, Maurine, and little Laurel out for our farewell supper. It was really 
tasty because I was hungry enough to eat most anything I could get my hands on. 
After a relaxing dinner we again traveled back to the airport for our wait. We said 
our good-byes and were on our way at 6:30 p.m. 

My heart was sad because we were leaving a land we cherished and people we 
loved for a journey into the unknown. God only knows what lies ahead but one 
thing for sure, He can be as mindful of our needs in far off Pakistan as He is of us in 
a land of peace and plenty, and maybe we can be of service in His work. 

Wednesday, August 13, 1980 [Ilene] 

Nine p.m. (2100 London time.) We are just eight hours ahead of Washington 
state. In other words, at home it is 1 p.m. Our dinner on the plane was chicken and 
rice and was good. The night was very different. The sun went down and it was just 
getting dark when it began to lighten up again. I awoke at 12:30 a.m. Washington 
time and the sun was shining and our breakfast was served at 1 :30 a.m. (9:30 a.m. 
London time). It was really an eerie thing. 



Wednesday, August 13, 1980 [Arch] 
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It was quite a hassle getting bags and going through customs, especially since 
their "English" is somewhat different from ours. We kept walking, looking for 
"Baggage Claim" signs and finally asked someone who told us that it was called, 
"Arrivals". Had we been alert we would have seen a picture of a suitcase painted by 
it. Well, by the time we got our bags and waited for a hotel courtesy bus and got in 
our room, it was 1:30 p.m. (The plane arrived in London at 11:30 a.m.) 

Well, our 12' x 14' room with no wash cloths and chilly , costs $90 American 
money. Can you believe that for ONE night! We had quite a time figuring out 
pounds and dollars; one pound is equal to $2.54. Easy figuring, eh? Well, needless to 
say, we went to bed and slept for three or four hours and got up and went to the 
coffee shop for dinner. It was good, but cost us $17.90. And not knowing just how 
much the coins were, we tipped a little too much. But then, what can you expect 
from amateurs? We're going to bed early and leave at 7 a.m. to catch a train to 
London to take a short tour and then get back to the airport in the afternoon. We 
had so hoped to go to the temple, but the train schedule is so hectic and long, we just 
couldn't find nine hours in one lap that fit the temple schedule and get back to the 
airport in time. 

We're finding it hard to understand people. They seem to talk so low and fast. 
We're going to bed early and get our rest as tomorrow night will be a repeat of last 
night. Ho-hum. 

Oh yes, before retiring Arch and I went for a walk, then discovered I was not 
wearing my money belt so went back and decided to see if there was a shorter way 
out than going through the lobby. Well, Arch found one; an emergency fire exit just 
a few feet from our door. Oh, jolly. Arch opened it and a loud, terrible bell began 
ringing. I started to run down the hall to hide somewhere, but Arch just stayed there 
and calmly said, "Come on, Ilene. Let's go." Well, needless to say, I hurried through 
that door and away before anyone could get there to see WHO and WHAT was 
going on! 

Wednesday, August 13, 1980 [Arch] 

A night on the plane is a bummer; you can't sleep and when traveling east, the 
nights only last about 5 V2 hours in the summer. We arrived at London Heathrow 
Airport about 11:30 a.m. (3:30 a.m. MST) after eight hours and 40 minutes flying 
time, and decided that there is a better way of handling our luggage. Those airports 
always put the baggage pickups, it seems, about five miles from where you get off the 
plane, and Ilene and I each had two totes and bags and a camera, which made us feel 
like pack mules before we found a cart. 

Except for not being able to understand English and the value of a pound, we 
got along pretty well. We went through customs without a hitch and picked up our 
baggage (we had quite a time because we looked for baggage areas and all we could 
find was, "Arrivals") finally. After asking, we were told that "Arrivals" meant the 
baggage claim area. I should say we flew the northern route over Canada, Greenland, 
Iceland, then to England, and because of cloud cover below us, we weren't able to 
see any of the landscape until breaking through the low hanging clouds at London. 
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9 



There we saw strings and strings of tenement houses, and found that many of these 
tracts are government housing. A whole tract looks identically alike. I don't know 
what the security is, but we watched one man go into his home and set a couple of 
latches to secure the door. We went past (on our evening walk) a trailer (caravan) 
sales yard and took a peek and found that the U.S. variety is much prettier and 
serviceable. The cars are all of the subcompact class or we didn't recognize a full- 
sized auto. I don't know which. 

At our dinner we sat and listened to the song "Moonlight Serenade" which made 
us feel that maybe we weren't completely removed from some of the things we love 
(such as chicken and pork chops). The bread I believe was unleavened or made out 
of shoe leather, I don't know which, and I would have guessed the latter. Our room 
cost us $90.00 a night and the only way we could get our money out of it was to go to 
bed twice in one day, which we did. This jet lag is very real, and by the time we 
arrived at our motel, we were bushed. 

We wanted to go to the temple, but bus and train schedules would make it 
approximately 2:30 a.m. before arriving back to our air terminal, and then the bus 
service would be terminated. We regret not being able to go. I called Paul Johkeese, 
the temple president, but found he was out for the balance of the day. So far we find 
people pretty much the same the world over except for skin color and language. The 
Lord really knew what he was doing when he confounded the languages at the Tower 
of Babel and we are still challenged by that single act caused by disobedience. If I 
were to see the character responsible, I'd have a word to say concerning those things 
where the many are required to suffer for the actions of the few. 

Thursday, August 14, 1980 [Ilene] 

Our day in London was a long one. We left the hotel early to get to Heathrow 
Airport and checked our bags with Pakistan International Airlines so we could go 
sight-seeing two or three hours in London. Well, we ended up having to check them 
all for the day because PIA did not open until 4 p.m. We found our way to the under 
ground railroad (called the Tube) and travelled an hour to Russell Square. There was 
a big bunch of people in front of a "lift" (elevator). 

We were in a hurry so decided to walk like some others were doing. I noticed a 
sign that said "Steep stairs". Well, I thought, "BIG DEAL!" And it was! We started 
out fast and spry; up and up, winding, winding, on and on. Finally I had to stop and 
rest. I thought I was going to absolutely perish! There was another couple in front 
and back of us, alternately doing the same thing. Well, I made it and coming back I 
counted the steps: 190 steep, winding steps. My legs are feeling the effects today. We 
took a three hour tour in London. We saw the Westminster Abbey, which was simply 
fantastic! Then part of the "changing of the Guard." 

Well, we got back to Heathrow Airport and sat on a table waiting to check 
baggage in until 5:30 p.m. Then we discovered the plane was late and we didn't get 
out of there until after 9 p.m. We had two lunches, both terrible. The last one was 
so tough (the meat) that I couldn't eat it. We paid (get this) $11.50 each for stew! 
Talk about inflation! We still have a way to go to beat England. 
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We stopped at Frankfurt, Germany and then Tehran, Iran where we were 
delayed 12 hours (I was a little nervous all that time). 

Friday, August 15, 1980 [Ilene] 

We arrived in Karachi about noon and I could not believe it! The airport is way 
out of town (and I mean way out) in the middle of nowhere. The building is just one 
big, huge cement block building. After the beauty in London, I couldn't believe it. 
People scrambling, laughing, talking (Urdu), pushing, grinning, hot, sweaty, officials 
glowering, kids running; just plain mayhem. Arch went outside to get a baggage cart 
and he said the taxi drivers swarmed on him to the point that the policemen had to 
rescue him. Our luggage was the last to be put on the conveyor belt and then not 
until someone had to tell them to please unload the last cart. These people remind 
me SO MUCH of the Spanish people; very lovable, but frustrating. Easy come, easy 
go, friendly. The men generally wear cotton outfits in a plain color, a long shirt, but 
the pants (shalwars) of the same material have huge flouncy legs that taper some 
down to the ankle. 

The women wear the same type of pants that match a kameez or dress or a 
wrap-around style long dress. Some of these show the midriff. Of course, an Amer- 
ican really stands out here. 

Well, our first taxi ride was something! In and out, honk, honk, MAYBE stop at 
traffic light, and stick out hands and shake hands with someone you know at the 
light. Arch haggled with one taxi driver and got him down to $8(80 rupees). He 
wanted $10.00; said that gas cost $3 a gallon here. A young man that carried one 
small bag over and put it on top of the car reminded us that he was the porter so I 
paid him five rupees ($0.50). 

In London if we wanted to know how much we were paying we'd multiply the 
amount in pounds with 2.54. Here we just move the decimal one to the left, such as 
11.50 rupees (11 rupees, 50 paisas) or $1.15 in American money. 

Our hotel room here is lovely. It is $86 but has air conditioning. It is the Inter- 
continental Hotel. Lovely beds, towels, and caters to Americans and foreigners. 
Tonight I had a banana split and could have had a milk shake had I thought of it 
soon enough. 

We are just exactly 12 hours ahead of Washington state, USA. England, eight 
hours and Pakistan four more. I'm tired. We're going to bed early; must be to airport 
by 7 a.m. in morning. 

Friday, August 15, 1980 [Arch] 

Karachi and the 20 th watch (8:00 p.m.) and we're back in our room here at the 
Intercontinental Hotel in Karachi. We have taken a short walk in the President's 
Park and watched the young men play soccer. Today and tomorrow are holidays 
here. I don't know why, but they are. Thus far we've had some experiences you 
have to see to believe. Words, even if you used swear words, wouldn't express what 
a Pakistani airport is like. 



Saturday, August 16, 1980 [Hene] 
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Taxis are about the only mode of travel for a traveling man to get around in the 
city. As I approached the exit to get some transportation, I was almost mobbed and 
all bidding for the cost of the business. I don't know whether I got the best or not; 
but he seemed unhappy that he couldn't get me to pay what he wanted, but he took 
the job. That ride from the airport to the hotel was a new introduction to travel. 
Nobody, and I mean nobody, has any regard to being courteous or for the law. The 
white lines dividing the road into lanes are for decorative purposes only, and our 
driver likes to have two wheels on each side of the line. I believe the auto salvage 
business could compete with the taxi business in model, style and garbage used. 

That airport also was something to behold. I was way away from where we 
unloaded from the plane and vintage busses took us to the terminal which looked like 
an abandoned cement block warehouse. The people, upon arriving, had to give a 
health certificate, and then on to customs; but the people reminded me of a bunch of 
cockroaches scrambling for a hole when you open the oven door. They walk on you, 
bump you out of the way, and punch and shove just to satisfy number one. 

Customs stopped Ilene and me because we weren't tourists, and so we had to be 
registered with the local police department at Lahore and Peshawar upon arrival so 
they can keep track of our whereabouts. After satisfying the immigration officer, we 
went and pushed and shoved with the rest of them for our suitcases. Well, we're 
back within the four walls of our hotel and safe for a few hours while we catch up on 
our jet lag time. It's real and something you have to reconcile with. I believe I'd 
rather deal with the jet lag than the pushy people trying to get your services. 

Yesterday we toured London in a bus and I proved to myself that all those 
names such as Piccadilly Square and Westminster Abbey are not just names but are 
actual places. We traveled to and from London by underground trolley, which was a 
new experience. The highlight of the tour was the visit to Westminster Abbey - the 
statues and ornate work in the abbey are almost breathtaking and from what I have 
seen of the world thus far, is almost an extinct art. We saw the changing of the 
guards at Buckingham Palace. Also saw St. James Palace where the Queen resides. 
I'd like to spend a couple of days in London shopping before coming home, but the 
prices scare me; $90.00 a night for a room. Almost what we earn per day. 

I called Douglas and Marguarite Wood (relatives) while there and found her 
most charming. We agreed to correspond. Caroline is not married yet and Martin is 
a new father. 

Saturday, August 16, 1980 [Ilene] 

The taxi trip to the airport this morning wasn't quite as noisy with honking, but 
about as hairy otherwise. We had a nice IV2 hour trip to Lahore and were met by 
Harold Creed, Arch's immediate boss, a big nice fellow, and two cars; one to carry 
our luggage and the other for us. 

Our hotel here is also an Intercontinental Hotel with good beds and air 
conditioning. I unpacked some clothes and hung them, as we will be here at least a 
week before going on to Peshawar. 



Sunday, August 17, 1980 [Ilene] 
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Sunday, August 17, 1980 [Ilene] 

This morning a wife of one of the employees, Mrs. Pat Westmore from Chicago, 
is coming to see me and take me uptown shopping. I sent some laundry out, but of 
course, will wash our garments by hand, so I have to pick up some detergent of some 
kind to soak them in the bathtub tonight; no laundromats here! I sent cards at about 
2.16 (2 rupees and 16 paisas) or $.27 and a telegram for 34 rupees or $3.40. It seems 
strange not to have today as my Sabbath, but I know that our Lord will accept our 
offerings on Friday. 

I met my first expatriates today; wives of other employees of Harza here in 
Lahore; a nice Turkish lady, Rae, and of course, Pat. They are both very young (about 
25), smoke, drink, but friendly and nice. Then tonight Arch's immediate boss, Harold 
Creed, had us all to dinner. His wife is on leave in the States until after Christmas 
(that's quite a leave). His cook did a marvelous job with the delicious stew and salad 
and homemade tomato soup. I've decided to just have a cook and I'll handle the 
cleaning and such. Probably a gardener an hour a day to keep the yards up. I'll have 
to see. 

It's funny how all alone you feel when you're not in a home of good LDS where 
the Spirit dwells. Where there is smoking and drinking, the Spirit cannot be. I can 
easily see how the so-called Christians have given Christianity a bad name here. I so 
hope we can help change that. The women are meeting in the morning for their 
weekly bridge club. After explaining I did not play cards, they asked me to come and 
just visit. So I go. At the house tonight I saw a little lizard crawling on the wall. 
Cute little thing. 

Sunday, August 17, 1980 [Arch] 

Arrived in Lahore yesterday the 16 th about noon. Sunday is just another work 
day here inasmuch as the Sabbath is held on Friday (for that is their day off). But 
I've been up since 5:00 a.m. and Mom and I have spent time reading the scriptures. 
One passage in Matthew 3:12 which says "whose fan is in his hand" was made clear 
when we saw street cleaners purging the streets with fans in their hands made from 
palm leaves and got a glimpse of a custom which is probably as old as time. 

Yesterday was my first taste of work in Pakistan and I believe it will be a real 
challenge. It's different, believe me. Hot and humid— the office is something else. I 
guess it could be at least a hundred years old, possibly two hundred. A solid concrete 
structure stuccoed on the outside; no furnishings but a desk and a chair. The doors 
don't latch, just swing free except for the outside doors which are secured with locks. 

Monday, August 18, 1980 [Ilene] 

I bought two bottles of Squash, a drink made of fruit juices and sugar that you 
mix with water about six to one. Delicious! Comes in lemon, orange, and amar 
(pomegranate). 
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I went to my first bridge game and watched. It's an awfully lot like Rook. They 
played for three hours and hated to stop. I couldn't believe it! I'll be so glad to get to 
Peshawar and get on with living. This lying around is really hard on a person. I've got 
a bit of a cold and cough, but not sick yet. 

There are so many blackbirds outside our window; caw-caw-caw. About a block 
away there is a mosque where there is a loudspeaker. Starting about 4 a.m. their 
priest or whatever they call him, starts to pray in sing-song, high-low noises over the 
loudspeaker. The last time is 7 p.m. Needless to say, it's a little scary at that time of 
day (4 a.m.) until you know what it is. I'm going shopping for the first time in the 
morning at the bazaar or market. It should be an adventure. I'm gradually getting 
used to rupees. 

Monday, August 18, 1980 [Arch] 

Five o'clock hour. Sleep has left us. The wind is rattling the windows and the 
lightning is putting on a most beautiful display. This is the monsoon season in 
Pakistan and it has rained every day since our arrival. The dwellings are not designed 
to withstand high winds and a lot of rain so disaster struck the day of our arrival in 
Karachi when 35 mm of rain and 80 mph winds struck Lahore. Homes have fallen 
under the weight of uprooted trees, power lines down, and in its wake, homes 
inundated and three lives lost in the three days we have been here. 

Last night we were invited out to the boss's place for dinner and believe me, we 
could get used to a cook. Creed made no fuss or hurry and the cook handled 
everything. While there, the host served drinks to everyone and Ilene and I drank 
Squash (punch you buy in a bottle and mix). As we visited both Ilene and I observed 
something missing and upon review found that it was the absence of the Spirit. But, 
we were in the world but not of the world last night with people who cared not about 
God. Basically good people, I believe, but they are playing the devil's ball game. We 
were placed under pressure from the boss but didn't yield to drinking. 

Tuesday, August 19, 1980 [Ilene] 

Just a week ago today we started on our journey from Seattle. It seems like a 
month or two ago. I just got back from going to the bazaar market. I can't believe 
that in this world, on this same earth, there can be a people so primitive in their 
lifestyle. I was SHOCKED, to say the least. Narrow dirt streets, no rhyme nor 
reason. Everybody going and doing his thing. White oxen, donkeys, horses, all 
drawing carts. Poor people trying to make a living by selling anything they can. 
Crowded, dirty booths, food stuff out in the open covered with flies, motorcycles 
darting in and out. I feared for my life for awhile. They'd just run right over you. I'm 
going to get me the outfit for ladies they all wear called kameezes and shalwars. Then 
maybe I won't stick out like a sore thumb. 

We really miss our Church work and being busy. The evenings are long and we 
retire at 8:30 or 9. It will be so good to get settled and have something to do. We're 
going to try to get a car and driver tomorrow afternoon to take us to a drugstore and 
other stores just to see what we can plan on. 



Tuesday, August 19, 1980 [Arch] 
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Tuesday, August 19, 1980 [Arch] 

Work schedule here is really nice. We go to work at 7:30 a.m. and don't take a 
break until quitting time at 2:30 p.m. We just eat two meals a day. So far the meals 
have really been good. Everything that is native agrees with me. The mosques 
scattered around us start reading as they chant from the Koran and this is done five 
times a day. The first light of dawn they start and this happens at 4:10 a.m. so I'm 
not able to sleep after this starts. They have big loudspeakers they use which can be 
heard for miles. One of the Koran chanters is in the hotel back yard and he literally 
blasts us out of bed. 

Wednesday, August 20, 1980 [Ilene] 

We arose this morning at 5:15 a.m. It seems easier to arise here at that time. We 
have showered and dressed and read scriptures. I can open the window and hear the 
crickets and frogs and the caw-caw of the crows and blackbirds. The monsoon rains 
really make it lush and green. Reminds me of Missouri. 

The good gals (2 wives) came at 9:30 to take me to a "Mother's Morning" at the 
consulate house. All the expatriate mothers take their children there for an hour and 
let them all play together; they serve coffee and punch and cake and cookies. It was 
fun and different. The consulate's house is beautiful; all lush carpet, drapes, and such. 
I'm sure that's not the kind of house I am going to live in! 

I goofed off the rest of the day. Boring! Wrote letters, read all the Reader's 
Digest and scriptures. I've read all the New Era and Ensign, more scriptures, slept, 
walked outside, mailed letters, and tried to find a book of crossword puzzles. 

Gee, how I wish I had brought my crocheting. I'll know better another time. 
(Which there won't be!) 

We were going to town and going to a drugstore they said that was here. But 
Arch got home late from work so we couldn't go and I went to bed at 7:30. But it 
was almost dark. Arch stayed up and read and listened to music. The TV didn't work 
again. You'd think at $80.00 a day we could have a TV that works. 

Wednesday, August 20, 1980 [Arch] 

The Koran readers were blasting their message to the city. As I lay before the 
dawn, the crickets and frogs kept up an incessant chatter which is only to be taken up 
by the crows, hawks, and birds as the sun drives away the shadows of darkness. 

The monsoons seem to have abated at least for a while and the air is somewhat 
muggy but most desirable. In my travels and exposure to the highway, I lack words 
to express what meets my view: wheels of every sort (bicycles, oxcarts, motorcycles, 
wheel barrows and taxis), all scurrying to and fro like relentless waves of the sea; 
aimless and endless. The connoisseurs of goods line the streets with their portable 
shops; they are illegally encroaching on city property and are prepared to evacuate at 
a minute's notice. They chant their wares, which range from bronze ware to fried 
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eggs. Speaking of eggs or food in general, this is an invitation to indigestion, amoebic 
dysentery and ill health. 

Thursday, August 21, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, we woke up this morning just as the priest started reading the Koran over 
the loudspeaker, which calls all Muslims to prayer. It was about 4:30 a.m. But after 
going to bed at 7:30, 1 was ready to get up. After breakfast I came up to the room 
and was reading and heard a lawn mower going. For a few minutes it didn't register 
that that was an unusual noise here. When I finally realized it, I looked out my 
window and sure enough, there was a Pakistanian riding an old red lawn mower. 
Made me lonesome for home. 

Here they cut the lawn with a scythe and bundle it up and carry it home for their 
poor half-starved horses and oxen. (You can imagine how long they let it get before 
they cut it.) 

Thursday, August 21, 1980 [Arch] 

The Koran has been read. The thought occurs to me that any people would be 
more knowledgeable of what they believe if the scriptures were read to them for five 
minutes five times each day. However, I haven't seen what I was told would happen. 
That is, all would kneel and pray five times a day. I haven't even noticed them 
stopping for a pause of silence while the Koran is chanted. I don't know whether it's 
the dogs barking that wake the roosters and start them crowing or vice versa. 
Regardless, they are in chorus one with another during these dawn-breaking hours. 

I have observed the Pakistani men are very cordial to foreign visitors, especially 
the women. I believe this is because they are almost forbidden to speak to a 
Pakistani woman, especially if she is married. So they enjoy talking to American 
women. The male factor here, with few exceptions, are about 5'8" to 5'10" tall and 
slender, weighing about 155-160 pounds. Hair is always black and most often curly. 
Skin color ranging from olive to dark. 

Friday, August 22, 1980 [Ilene] 

Today is our Sabbath. We arose early, dressed, and went to breakfast. Then we 
held our meeting. Because we don't have our lesson books with us, we discussed an 
article in the Ensign on Old Testament covenants. Then we each read and discussed 
a favorite scripture. But, of course, the highlight was Arch blessing the sacrament 
and partaking of it. This was not done without much meaning and tears. How 
grateful I am that we are able to still partake of the sacrament each week. 

We are leaving this afternoon for Peshawar. It will be good to get there and start 
getting settled. We've both had a touch of diarrhea this morning. Thank goodness I 
have some Blackberry Balsam and Lomotil pills with me. Also, my throat is sore. The 
air conditioning again. It will do it every time. 
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Saturday, August 23, 1980 [Ilene] 

The plane trip to Peshawar was fine. It was a small plane (compared to a 747) 
and seats about 44 people; but it was nice. It took 65 minutes of traveling. When we 
arrived at 7:35 p.m. it was dark. We are staying at the Khyber Intercontinental Hotel 
again; a lovely room. Difference in price is about $50.00 yet the hotel and room is 
lovely, so we are hoping we can live pretty cheaply here. 

I am sick today with a sore throat and cough. I'm doctoring and certainly hope I 
can get it before it gets me. Arch had to leave today with his coworkers for Mardan, 
about two hours drive. Won't be back until tomorrow afternoon. Then we have to 
go to the police and register. 

It's plenty warm here, but feels good to me. The people are so cordial. The 
houseboy that was cleaning the room this morning noticed I had a white hanky 
around my neck. He asked if I was sick and I told him I had a bad throat and he said, 
"If you don't get better, you call me and I will get you some help." I thought that was 
very thoughtful of him. 

Harold Creed, Arch's boss, put a woman he knew in Peshawar in charge of find- 
ing us some homes to look at. It probably will be a day or two before we have any to 
look at though. BUT, I'VE JUST DECIDED THAT IT'S GOING TO TAKE 
AWHILE, SO I BETTER RELAX AND NOT GET FRUSTRATED. 

Sunday, August 24, 1980 [Ilene] 

I have been really sick today. Started on the antibiotics Charles sent. My ears and 
throat have a very bad infection and I have a cough developing. Arch has been gone 
since yesterday afternoon. I expect him home tonight. Sure hope I don't have to go 
to the hospital or call a doctor. I went to the bookstore downstairs and bought a little 
paperback book written by a Chinese girl. Very interesting book on her life here in 
America as a Chinese, living with the ghosts and superstitions of China taught to her 
by her mother. Oh, how fortunate we are to have been born in America. 

Monday, August 25, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, I'm feeling much better this morning. The Lord is blessing me and the 
antibiotics are taking effect. Arch never came home last night. Ordinarily I would 
have been frantic; in a strange country among strange people and sick, not knowing 
who to contact for help. But I have not had one moment's concern. I know he 
probably couldn't get a car to come back and no telephone service to speak of. The 
telephone service here is VERY UNDEFENDABLE. (That's got to be the 
understatement of the year!) Funny how the Holy Ghost can give you calmness and 
peace of mind that all is well. Another long, lonely day to look forward to. Guess I'll 
have to go buy me another book to read. Sure wish I could start looking at houses. 

(Monday afternoon) Arch arrived about noon and we started looking for houses. 
One or two prospects. What we consider a good house and what these people do 
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are two different things. However, Harold (Arch's boss) says, "Don't take anything 
you don't want. Hold out for what you want." And I will. My throat is much better. 

Each day I awake and feel like me. Then when I leave this room, I feel like a 
complete stranger again. I wonder how long it will take me to feel at home in this 
country. The people are so good and hospitable, but very primitive in everything they 
do. I can't imagine a people as intelligent as they seem to be, staying so primitive. I 
know it's because they need the gospel and Holy Ghost to enlighten them. We have 
almost decided that we need a movie camera to really bring back to you the true 
picture of Pakistan. Hope we can find a good inexpensive one. I am weary tonight. 

Tuesday, August 26, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another hot, weary day of looking. We also went to the bank to open an 
account. It is the first bank I've ever been in that wasn't going to take our money. 
What red tape. We finally made it. It took an hour and a half to open a checking 
account with 2500 rupees ($250). Our checkbook, with account numbers on the 
checks, were all hand printed. 

As we drove along Mall Road, we saw tents of people dwelling. Mughal says they 
are the Afghanistan refugees, our guests. The government has supplied them with 
tents and food. I was impressed and we are treated the same way; as guests! 

Mughal is a Pakistani Agricultural Consultant and is helping us find a house; very 
obliging fellow. I saw my first hand-made, hand-carved furniture today. Beautiful! A 
lovely large dining table and six chairs, all hand carved, only $300.00 or 3,000 rupees. 
Unbelievable! There are the Islamia College and Peshawar University here. Found 
out the college is 11th and 12 th grades; our high school age. Mughal took me and 
introduced me to a lady doctor who treats ladies. Assured me she was very expert 
and would take good care of me. I was impressed. 

Tuesday, August 26, 1980 [Arch] 

The scene has moved to Peshawar. No change in climate and it still makes me 
want to work hard to avoid the head of Hades. 

Last Friday evening, the 22 nd , we moved from Lahore to Peshawar and again 
stayed in the prestigious Khyber Intercontinental Hotel. It's a very beautiful setting 
in the midst of poverty and degradation on every side. It's so commonplace that you 
are constantly reminded of how abundantly blessed you are. An American official is 
treated with great honor and respect and all too often doesn't live worthy of such 
recognition. 

The 23 rd and 24 th I went to Mardan area and met with notable people in 
government and research circles. I was immediately informed that each person has 
his notch and slopping over into other's work was abhorred. I was reminded that 
outside help was accepted if it fit within the desires and framework of their little 
orbit. 
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Sunday night I went with my peers into town to look at Cobble River Arch, a 
shrine to a British Battalion who lost their lives to the very last man in the massacre 
of Cobble River. Then we went into the market place and you could have had a 
Pakistani, a horse, or a water buffalo standing at your side. Dogs are a real part of 
city life, eating up the refuse of the streets. Words cannot explain what meets the 
eye, but I guess I could say it's the "dredges of hell". Yet these people know nothing 
different. They have never tasted the good life. Yet in their simple way of life they 
try to love their neighbor and do good to all men, which makes one ashamed of how 
we treat those who dress in raggs (the extra "g" to emphasize their dress). 

Ilene and I have started house hunting and were looking at homes of the caliber 
that is required by American consulates and we were looking at new homes with four 
and five bedrooms; all marble floors and completely enclosed by a brick wall seven 
feet high. We had been informed that a guard is required to protect your property. 
We probably will be living in what is considered a luxury in this country, for which I 
find myself apologizing. Well, I'd better quit for now. 

Wednesday, August 27, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, we've found us a home! Brand new, two story, five bedroom, five bath, 
living room, dining room, drawing room, kitchen, utility (storage), veranda on top, 
with brick and stucco. A large tall fence made of brick completely surrounds it. 

It will be ready about the second of September. How blessed we are to have 
found it. We are moving into the Wapda Guest Lodge tomorrow until it is finished. It 
will be so good to be in my home again. Any place is home where Arch and I can be 
together. It has been hot here. This is why it's hard for me to get well. Hot, sweat, 
then cool with air conditioning. But that's just the way it is. I've rested most of the 
day so feel much better tonight. 

Thursday, August 28, 1980 [Ilene] 

The telephone service is terrible here! We moved here in Wapda House today 
and Arch has tried all day to get through to Lahore to his boss. You can't even get an 
operator part of the time. Very frustrating and expensive. Our co-worker just moved 
to Pakistan too, and said he called his wife in the States and talked about 1 3 minutes 
and it cost him $165. "Not again," he said. Us, too; a cablegram will have to do. 

We have a nice room here. Twin beds, air conditioner, a big fan on ceiling, and a 
cute little lizard that crawls up and down the wall keeping us company. I was just 
hoping he won't want to try out my bed for size tonight. Boy, its warm today. Sweat, 
sweat, sweat, even with the big fan going. They didn't know (the Pakistanian cooks 
here at Wapda House) that we wanted lunch and so they didn't fix us any and we ate 
a salad and egg for lunch. However, they fixed fried chicken and something good 
like tater tots, but they weren't potatoes. The chicken was not done and was still pink 
and clinging to the bone. But we ate it so as not to hurt their feelings. But, we 
blessed it good. 
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Friday, August 29, 1980 [Ilene] 

We had a restless night, but then I always do in a new place. The little lizard slept 
in his own bed, thank goodness. However, I got up in the middle of the night to go 
to the bathroom and the door was locked. I thought someone was in there, so went 
back to bed. Got up in 15 minutes; still locked. Back to bed. Up again. Still locked, 
so woke Arch. He tried to open with his knife, but it just didn't do it. We tried 
everything we could find. Finally, he had to go wake up the two cooks, who were 
housekeepers, too, and they got a key and came and opened it. Someone had gone in, 
and it's a funny lock. Just opening the door doesn't unlock it. You have to unlock it 
manually or when you close it, it will lock again. I hope whoever did it doesn't do it 
again tonight. 

We had a lovely meeting today. It is so wonderful to partake of the sacrament. It 
means so much more when there are just two of you. You really appreciate the 
privilege of doing so. Then we read and studied together out of the New Testament 
and an Ensign article. Later on we read about half of the Book of Job. The day was 
long but nice. During the last week I have read two novels. It's been years since I 
read a novel. I've enjoyed it. But this not having anything to do is getting to me. I 
hope it will last just a day or two more. And a HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO JOHN! 

Friday, August 29, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath and we have read in the Ensign and from Matthew, had the 
sacrament, and paid our devotions. I have had to come all this way to get a feeling of 
closeness in prayer. We truly rely heavily on prayer. When we say our silent blessing 
on the food, we really need it blessed so we won't get dysentery or other Pakistani 
maladies. And the blessings on the sacrament have so much more meaning than they 
ever used to, so all is not in vain for having come here. 

The other day I said I hadn't observed any of the Muslims in their prayer ritual, 
but since then I have observed them in their prayers. It's quite a ritual which I don't 
understand as yet, but is quite time consuming. 

I went to Peshawar University two days ago and met the principal and one 
professor and they told me that all classes now are taught in Urdu and one must 
know the language before enrolling. He instructed me to hire a private tutor and 
learn the language so we are looking for a housekeeper who could also teach us the 
language. We are confined with language barriers and no auto which really cramps 
our style, whatever that is. 

Saturday, August 30, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had a good night's rest. It's a struggle to keep well. We have to keep the fan and 
air conditioner going because it's so HOT, and yet the blowing on my head and neck 
gives me a sore throat. Arch has caught a cold, but is better today. 

He finally got through to Lahore and his boss. He is gone today, so I face 
another lonely day and no book store around to buy another novel. Guess I can hem 
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Arch's pants, though, since I managed to buy a needle and thread at the market the 
other day. This Wapda House is really quite nice; a kitchen and a large dining room. 
Then each guest room is large and has a bathroom. It is surrounded by a large brick 
fence. 

Arch and I looked out over the field yesterday and watched a herdsman with 
donkeys in pasture, sheep in another, goats in another, and right in front of us a man 
watching about eight water buffalo grazing. The pastures are small and separated by 
mounds of dirt, one after the other. The herdsman for the water buffalo saw us 
watching so he put on a show for us; began to sing and dance with his arms mostly. 
And we had to admit it was one of the most graceful demonstrations we'd ever 
beheld, all ballets included. 

His arms and hand movements were magnificent. Then over to our left we saw 
young teen-age girls in their native dress (that is all you see here) of kameezes and 
shalwars, gathering weeds and piling them for their animals. They had scythes and 
seemed to know just which weeds to cut. You could hear herdsmen singing and 
donkeys braying and children laughing. I thought how happy they were; a very 
simple life, very few worries or responsibilities. Yet what progress do they make? 
None. We saw a cart the other day with wheels that were as old as 1000 BC. Yet 
they seem to be contented and happy to live this way. It's too bad we can't have a 
little of that in our lives and they can't have a lot of our ways in theirs. I can see now 
how there will be a lot of good, innocent heathen people left on the earth to teach at 
the coming of Christ the second time. 

Our herdsman was there again tonight. Came into the yard, smiled, and walked 
over to the faucet and cupped his hands and drank water. Then came back, smiled, 
waved, and sauntered over and sat on a cement block and watched us; very innocent 
and friendly like a child. Your heart goes out to them. He was so pleased we waved 
and smiled at him. 

We've got to go to Tarbela to a furniture exchange house and pick out the 
furniture for our house tomorrow. At least I will get out of this room for a while. It's 
about 85 miles one way. 

Saturday, August 30, 1980 [Arch] 

Today I got some wheels; at least for my work. My driver is ever so nice; a very 
careful driver and I feel safe in his custody and that is saying a lot. You can only 
appreciate what I mean by seeing it. To be on the streets would appear to be sure 
death. Everybody is driving on the wrong side of the road since cars have steering 
wheels on the wrong side. What I'm trying to describe is utter chaos. 

Today I met my co-worker for the next 20 months. His name is Lai Muhammad 
Khan and he is the Director of Agriculture or the Authority of the Secretary of 
Agriculture. He is kind and obliging and is going to be a pleasure to work with. I 
perceived him to be about 50-55 years old, but he had his son come in, while engaged 
in conversation, who was about four years old. He must have married late in life, 
which is quite typical for the Pakistani men. I have also noted that often two grown 
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men will be walking down the street holding hands. I asked if this signified anything 
and was told that schools here are not co-educational and by the time a man 
completes school he is twenty-five to twenty-seven years old. Then he said, "Do you 
suppose they go without relationships for that long?" Homosexuality is quite a 
common problem here. 

Sunday, August 31, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, we went to Tarbela (about 200 miles round trip) today to see if the Wapda 
warehouse had any furniture we could use. Thank goodness for a good driver. I just 
can't describe the traffic here. We left about 9:30 a.m., spent about 3V2 hours there 
goofing off, waiting for people to get through with their two hour lunch periods, and 
got home about 6:30. I was very tired as I was sick again with a new cold I caught 
from Arch. Still coughing today. 

I can't begin to tell you the sights along the road, but one was a herd of sheep 
where they had painted pink and white stripes on each animal! Talk about funny. 
But they love colors here. All their busses, trucks, and rickshaws are a mass of all 
different bright colors all over. You can see them for a mile. We saw on our way one 
of the largest man-made dams. It was tall and huge; looked like a mountain to me. 
(Harza, England built it). We also saw an old fort that the walls were about 50 or 60 
feet with holes to shoot through upon a big hillside. It covered an area of about 25 
acres of land. Inside was a big kind of castle thing, and we didn't have our camera! 

Monday, Sept 1, 1980 [Ilene] 

Today was spent picking and ordering the beautiful furniture I told you about. 
The driver of our car came and picked me up about 9 and through an excellent 
display of charades, I managed to tell him I wanted to see furniture shops along the 
road. We got along fine. Then Arch and I went back and made the final decision. 
Daddy bought his first pair of sandals today— all the men wear them; hardly anything 
else. Much, much cooler than shoes and stockings. 

A professor Arch talked to the other day advised me not to go to college until I 
learn some Urdu. Said I wouldn't be able to hack it otherwise, so I'm going to get a 
book and start tutoring myself. They write it from right to left like Japanese and it 
sort of looks like shorthand. 

Arch is meeting the plane tonight. The cashier is coming in, probably with the 
lease for our house and to inspect it first. I sure hope he has word of our air 
shipment. I can't really move in until that gets here. 

Monday, September 1, 1980 [Arch] 

Yesterday, the 31 st , we drove to Tarbela. It is the community at the base of the 
Tarbela Dam, which is the largest man-made dam I have seen. It is higher, I believe, 
than the Grand Coulee Dam, but probably not as wide. Ilene said she thought it was 
a mountain. The amount of water going over its spillway far exceeds that at the 
Grand Coulee Dam. 
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The purpose of our visit was to select furniture which we will use for the next 
two years. The area was up in the hills and very peaceful and beautiful. Some 
contrast to the market place in Peshawar where it looks like a swarm of ants milling 
around after their anthill has been stirred up with a stick. 

As we crossed over the Tarbela River, we saw an old military fortress which had 
walls about 50 feet high with musket holes strategically located up and down the wall. 
The wall enclosed about 25 acres and enclosed also a large stone castle and what 
appeared to be barracks. It sat on the river's edge to protect or control movement up 
or down the river through the mountain gorge. 

We traveled through some pretty desolate country but always saw people. 
Where they came from I couldn't tell. We did see a herd of camels feeding and every 
other variety of beasts of burden. We saw the results of two major accidents on the 
way, but they were of little importance considering the risk one takes on the highways 
here. All in all, a very uneventful day. My only concern was for Mom and her cough 
and apparent fatigue. (The accidents were a minibus upside down and a big bus 
bashed in from a head-on collision.) 

Today I moved into my new office. It is a room about 8' x 14' with four 
windows, which has locking doors over the windows. No air conditioner or fan for 
ventilation, a threadbare rug on about Vi of the floor, three occasional chairs and a 
table top type desk. My only filing cabinet is my briefcase. This is a sight to behold, 
but it is far better than the average. I took Ilene up to pick out some pieces of 
furniture at the local furniture manufacture places and she got pretty up tight when 
the owners kept changing their minds. We are beginning to accept things as they are 
and I hope the shocked looks on our faces are gone. 

Yesterday I saw a white horse on a tonga which had been spray painted with 
bright orange colored stripes and spots. Really made the owner proud, but I'm sure 
the horse was disgusted or embarrassed, to say the least. 

Tuesday, Sept 2, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another long, lonely day in my room. I slept and rested a lot. My cough seems 
to be much better today. It will be so nice to be in my own home with something to 
do. It turned off so cool and nice last night after a big wind storm. It's been nice 
today. The first COOL moment I've felt since arriving three weeks ago. However, 
they say it will be hot for another month. So be it! 

We're trying to get our home ready. They had to do some rewiring for air 
conditioners. Should be ready in a day or two. I'm having quite a time with this 
telephone system here. I either can't get it to ring or it's dead or I get the wrong 
person. I'm sure I'll get over being frustrated at these things after a while. I'm going 
to try anyway. 

Nothing exciting has happened today. Arch has killed two big cockroaches the 
last couple of nights, about 1" to 12" in length. Just left them on the floor and the 
next morning something had eaten them, all but the outside shell. We believe it was 
our little friends, the lizards. Sure hope we can go over to the house to look at room 
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sizes and all. Anyway, I would like to get out of this room for awhile. Forgot to 
mention that the other day when we were going to Tarbela we saw a BIG lizard dart 
out on the road, about 18" long and five or six pounds. Oh, Lane, you'd have loved 
it! Personally I prefer the little ones that crawl on the wall. 

Wednesday, September 3, 1980 [Ilene] 

I've certainly felt rugged today. Wish I could get rid of this cough. Arch came 
home and sent the driver and car home, not remembering that he promised we could 
go to town for awhile. So the cook here went to the highway and called a taxi, one of 
those rickshaw taxis; three wheeler with a small cab and room for two people besides 
the driver. I don't know what the cook said to the driver, but off he went in the 
opposite direction than we planned. Arch tapped him and showed him two letters to 
be mailed and said, "Post Office." He nodded and kept right on going. Arch knew 
his way around well enough that he knew it was wrong. He told him and told him to 
turn around. He finally got so insistent that the driver stopped and had someone ask 
us and we told them and they told him and he acted like he didn't know where the 
post office was. Anyway, he finally turned around and headed back about two or 
three miles. Arch directed him and had to tell him to stop when we got there. While 
Arch was trying to find out how much to pay him, he acted dumb and a merchant 
came out and asked how much he had charged us and Arch said "20 rupees ($2.00)." 

The merchant scolded the driver and he answered him and the merchant said, 
"He said he had to take you that way and then way back this way." 

Arch said, "It was because he wouldn't go the way I told him and wouldn't even 
turn around when I asked him to." 

The merchant really gave him a Scotch blessing. Then I gave him 50 rupees and 
he only gave me 25 back instead of 30. The merchant grabbed the five rupees and 
flung it at him and told him to give me a 10 rupee bill, which he did grudgingly. After 
he left, the merchant apologized to us for the driver being so dishonest. That was a 
rare case, however, the first we have found. But then there are those kind in every 
country. 

Wednesday, September 3, 1980 [Arch] 

Another day I could have stayed in bed. One doesn't even know the meaning of 
frustration until you have been in Pakistan and tried to get a bank account or a post 
office box. They won't even rent me a post office box until I have a letter of 
introduction from my employer or the Secretary of Agriculture and it takes two hours 
to find out that you can't have one without a letter of recommendation. We even 
had to go to the Postmaster General and we still didn't get one. 

The drugstore hadn't heard of a humidifier, and a hair dresser didn't know what 
a permanent wave was, so we are not going to spend money on items which will 
make us puffed up in the pride of our hearts. 
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The telephone system you wouldn't believe because I can't get a call through 
even a 100 mile distance; lines down, circuits bad, and if perchance you get your 
party, you either can't hear, or you are cut off, or can't understand the language. 

Ilene has a real bad cough and I went to the druggist for some cough medicine 
and asked him for the strongest stuff he had. Well, Mom said that it was nasty 
enough she would quit coughing to keep from taking it, so I'm glad we've got the 
problem solved. Oops. Not quite yet. 

Thursday, September 4, 1980 [Ilene] 

I'm some better today after a bad night of coughing. Sure wish I had a 
humidifier to put on me for a night or two. Arch came to get me to go with him to 
get a post office box. Well, it took about an act of Parliament to get one. He still has 
to take them a letter of request and recommendation from the Secretary of 
Agriculture before they'll issue him one. Can you imagine; just for a P.O. box! 

While we were uptown yesterday I went to a store (I use that word for want of a 
better one) called Medical Store. The room was about 5'x 6' with three big men 
sitting there. I asked for Ornacol Cough Capsules. No, none. Then Coryban 
capsules. No, none. Oh, yes he did. Reached behind him, drew out a sheet with just 
four capsules, and when I said I wanted more than that, he said, "That's all I have." 
OK. Then I asked for some baby lotion (I know that's good lotion) and he looked 
insulted and said very indignantly, "We don't carry such things. This is a MEDICINE 
STORE!" 

I had to smile. He didn't have two things I asked for (I had also asked for Vicks 
Vapor Rub ointment, which he didn't have) and only four capsules of the other. I 
felt like saying, "EXCUSE ME!" Anyway, I asked at another place for cough drops 
and he finally caught on to what I wanted (after I coughed in his face), and reached 
into a bottle and gave me four wrapped drops that had "Hack drops" written on 
them. And that's what I have alright, a bad hack! 

Well, tomorrow is our Sabbath and fast day so we will tell the cook tonight at 
supper that we will not need breakfast or lunch. Boy, will I be glad to get into a 
HOME! We had a nice rain today and it's so cool and nice outside tonight. Hope I 
have a good night's sleep. My cough has been much better today. 

Friday, September 5, 1980 [Ilene] 

We had a beautiful meeting this morning. It was so special to partake of the 
sacrament again. Then Arch reviewed the article in the Ensign on the Church in 
Vietnam and I did the one on the Young family (Brigham), of which we are 
descendants (Suzannah was our great grandmother). Then Arch read part of the 
Book of Ether and I did the same with the Book of Joshua. Before we knew it, 2Vi 
hours had passed. We then took a long quiet walk, came home, rested, then read 
some more, broke our fast at 5 p.m., read some more, and now to bed. It's been a 
wonderful Sabbath. Tomorrow is an Independence Day holiday here. We have the 
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driver coming at 1 p.m. and we'll go over to the house and to the market. Sure wish 
our air shipment would come and our furniture from Tarbela. 

Friday, September 5, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath, which has been spent in our room, has been lovely. We partook 
of the sacrament and held our fast meeting for 2Vi hours. Each presenting a message 
from the Ensign and a special section of the scriptures. At the beginning of our 
meeting I told Ilene that I knew the Lord was mindful of our needs and that we must 
be patient with the natives as their ways are not our ways. 

In our meeting we did have the Spirit with us and we felt it necessary to learn to 
speak the language and to find out if the scriptures had been translated into the Urdu 
language. This might be a starting place for bringing the gospel to these people. 

In one of our quieter moments we could hear the reading of the Koran over the 
loudspeaker, the blowing of car, bus and truck horns in symphony, and a donkey 
braying. All in chorus together; what a sound. 

Tomorrow is a holiday, the declaration of their independence (September 6, 
1965) from British rule. According to some, the country has declined ever since for 
lack of strong and dedicated leaders. I have been told that many of the educated or 
well-trained citizens have moved out of the country for a better place to live, more 
opportunities to grow, and for a more stable economy. This leaves the country 
destitute of potential leaders to turn around the declining condition. 

Most of the businesses have been nationalized if they become successful. So 
few, if any, will venture into business and what businesses there are, are small and 
destitute of equipment and means to become successful. So we see no super 
markets, no chain drugstores, no general mercantile stores, no hardware stores, but 
little (almost carnival booth-like) shops selling one item only. This makes shopping 
difficult and time consuming. 

Last Wednesday, the 2 nd , I took Mom on her first rickshaw ride (or jitney) and 
our driver gave us the foreigner's treatment, taking us everywhere but where we 
asked to go, and then charging us an exorbitant price. If it hadn't been for a rug 
salesman standing by, he would have taken us for $15.00 for taking us some six or 
seven blocks. We are learning. 

Saturday, September 6, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Charles; 28 years old! Oh, how I'd love to say it to you over the 
phone. It's Saturday and nothing to do again. I have another novel I'm reading, but 
boy, that gets tiresome. Arch, I know, is very concerned and feels badly that things 
won't hurry along. I don't know how much longer I can take this idleness without 
coming unglued. I am getting so lonesome to hear from my family, full well realizing 
that I can't possibly do so until you get my address (then there will be no excuse!) 
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Sunday, September 7, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another work day here. However, I still am very careful about what I do on this 
day. To me it still seems likeit should be the Sabbath and I do as little as I can that I 
shouldn't. We went to town yesterday and bought some "Pinky," the disinfectant that 
you put in water to wash fruits and vegetables with. It's a form of iodine. Then I 
bought us some sweet little grapes and washed them and we then GOBBLED them 
up. However, we didn't eat them all at once; saved some of the little gems for today. 
It will be nice to get into my own home and be able to buy and wash and eat what 
fruit I want. 

We're having quite a time getting some furniture. They wouldn't let us have our 
lovely hand-carved furniture that we had ordered. First they tell us to go one place, 
then another. Finally we told them to take care of it. We're hoping to be able to move 
in tomorrow. Anyway, we are going to go over and clean up the mess the plumbers 
and electricians made when they cut holes in the walls to put in the air conditioner. 
I'll be glad for something to do. 

Daddy is going to have a new experience after we move in. He's going to cut my 
hair and give me a permanent. I thought there were going to be hair dressers here 
who would put permanents in, but I could only find one and he wanted $12 and I'd 
furnish the perm. I said, "No way!" Daddysaid he'd like to try it and I'm certainly 
game. I've never found anything yet he couldn't do if he put his mind to it. Daddy 
interviewed a man yesterday for an all-purpose servant with excellent credentials. 
We're interviewing another tonight. 

Monday, September 8, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went shopping today. Our shipment still hasn't come, so I'm having to buy a 
few pieces of everything to be able to live. However, our furniture hasn't come yet 
from Tarbela so we can't move into our house yet. I'm getting real good at charades, 
but still haven't found one that can tell the merchants that I want a dust pan. Maybe 
one of these days I'll accidently see one. I'm still not feeling that spry. Sure wish I'd 
get feeling real pert again. 

Tuesday, September 9, 1980 [Ilene] 

Still no furniture or air shipment. However, went shopping again for more 
things. Still hoping both shipments will be here any day. If the furniture comes first, 
we can still move in and live (somewhat) without the air shipment. Some things are 
so high here and others so low (in comparison to the States). Daddy got a haircut for 
seven rupees (70 cents) and I paid $11 for a tea kettle to boil water in. Did some 
more cleaning today. Came back to our room feeling terrible. Dinner at 4:30 just 
hasn't set too well. Guess I'll go to bed. It's 8:00 p.m. 

Wednesday, September 10, 1980 [Ilene] 

I was sick all night. It must be the flu. Nausea, weakness, chills, fever, and 
headache. You name it. Finally, when Arch came home at 2 p.m. I had him go to 



Thursday, September 11, 1980 [Ilene] 



27 



the corner store and get a can of dry milk and go to the kitchen and make me some 
hot milk and toast. It stayed down real good and I feel somewhat stronger and better 
tonight. Our furniture or air shipment still not here. So what else is new? We hired a 
cook and all-around man to help in the house and a chowkidar (gateman) and mali 
(gardener); one person. Hope we all get along. They are on a trial basis. 

I told you it took an act of Parliament to get a post office box. Arch took his 
superior in (a Pakistanian) and they weren't even going to take his recommendation 
until he got upset and peeved with them. They finally relented. Yet, I'll bet a 
foreigner could go uptown and buy a gun without anybody questioning him! 

Thursday, September 11, 1980 [Ilene] 

I'm feeling some better today. Arch came home about 10 a.m. and said our 
furniture had arrived the night before. We packed up and when we got to the house 
we found that they hadn't sent the furniture we picked out, but just a bunch of junk. 
Never-the-less we have to keep it. So much for that! 

We hired a cook and houseboy in one. He is about 40-45, tall, neat, and speaks 
and understands English pretty good. His name is Quasim. Our chowkidar and mali 
doesn't speak a word of English, so we have fun games of charades when Quasim, 
the cook, isn't around. When we got here Quasim had brought his son with him and 
the two of them had cleaned the kitchen and were starting to clean the rest of the 
house. The builders and electricians and plumbers had really left the place in a mess. 
But by evening they had cleaned sufficient so that we can sleep tonight and live 
tomorrow, in-as-much as it is our Sabbath and neither one of us wants to work. 
Saturday they will be back, and I hope the downstairs will be finished by that night. 

I'm so glad I have good help. The way I feel right now, I'm afraid we'd have 
lived in a big mess for quite awhile. I bought a few towels and I thought two sheets 
for the beds (our shipment still hasn't come.) I guess the merchant misunderstood me 
because when I put the sheets on the bed, lo and behold, they were tablecloths. 
Don't let anyone tell you tablecloths aren't nice to sleep on! 

Friday, September 12, 1980 Sabbath [Ilene] 

Another beautiful day. We had the sacrament again and then Arch gave the first 
lesson in the new series of lessons put out by the Church for the home teachers to 
give new members of the Church. Our lesson books are still not here. Then I read to 
him more from the Book of Joshua. I got dinner then. Quasim had carefully 
instructed me on how to make stew today so we wouldn't go hungry! About that 
time we discovered we didn't have any water in the house, so Arch spent two or three 
hours taking the "ox out of the mire," trying to figure out what was wrong. As yet we 
still don't have any and we've sent word to the landlord. I guess we'll read more 
scripture before retiring. Sure wish we had brought some fun LDS games with us to 
play. I'm going to ask Kathy to try to send us some. 
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Friday, September 12, 1980 [Arch] 

Today is our Sabbath and our meeting is over and we have pledged our devotion 
to the Most High for another week. The taking of the sacrament really means 
something here for thus far by taking upon us His name, He promises to be with us 
for which we have not been able to get along without. Ilene has been getting a cold 
or getting over a cold and sore throat ever since we have arrived in Peshawar. We 
truly feel our dependence on the Lord and His ever-protective care. 

One doesn't appreciate what we enjoy in the land of America: freedom from 
hunger, freedom from want, freedom from oppression, the freedom to stand up and 
say, "I'm different," and freedom to decide how different you want to be. Freedom 
to come and to go without being watched, but most of all the freedom to worship as 
you choose. My choice, untrammeled, is on the Lord's side and as the song says, 
"Now is the time to show". One never realizes that being a good member is easy so 
long as you are in the main stream flow. But, to be transplanted into foreign soil 
which rejects foreign objects, that is a true test of discipleship. 

Yesterday, Thursday the 11 th , we moved into our new home. It's very spacious 
in terms of Pakistani measure but lacks many of the lovely features we take for 
granted. Such as some of the little things like having your wash water, bath water, 
and kitchen sink water flow into the sewer system. Here it just runs out of the house 
into a little trench and either evaporates or flows down the road. One doesn't 
appreciate having a car. Here I do have a car and driver but the car is a business 
vehicle leaving us sometimes without transportation of any sort. When you don't 
have a phone, you have to walk about two miles to get a taxi; makes one realize how 
fortunate the poor in America really are. 

I was standing by the window just a moment ago with the breeze blowing in my 
face. How invigorating you say. Yes, if the air was fresh, but it had the aroma of one 
of the common fuels over here: dried cow manure. I keep telling growers that 
nitrogen is good for growing things, but when it comes to the nose by the way of 
drying their fuel for use or storage, it serves no useful purpose for me. 

I indicated we just moved into our home for 20 months and spent our first 
night. Ilene had gone to the bazaar to get some sheets until our air shipment arrived 
and discovered that her Urdu needs to be sharpened up a bit for she bought two 
tablecloths for our beds. So I can say that last night was the first time I slept on a 
tablecloth. Not wanting to get something which we will be abundantly supplied with 
upon arrival of our air shipment, she only bought one for each bed to cover the 
mattress. Ilene wore her slack suit all night to avoid being exposed to onlookers 
through windows with no curtains. 

Our cook, before leaving for the day off, gave Ilene instructions on how to make 
soup for our dinner in his absence. I suppose he would have felt foolish if he had 
known how many meals she had prepared in her life. 

Tomorrow our neighbor who is a high school teacher is recommending Ilene to 
be an English language teacher. Whether anything comes of it time will only tell, but 
it would be a challenge for her if they could use her for a class or two a day. Today I 
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met the wife of the Attorney General. She is a dear friend of our landlord and was 
looking for him. She speaks real good English and I invited her and her husband to 
come over and get acquainted soon. 

Well, we have run out of water in the house. I suppose that it is lack of pressure 
to push the water up to our storage tank on top of the house. Our chowkidar seems 
to know what the problem is and has gone out to solve it. Ilene said he might be 
dumb but he isn't stupid. What tricks not being able to understand each other play 
on you. 

Since we arrived in Pakistan, we observe two meatless days a week. This is the 
Muslim tradition, so we have learned to dislike chicken. The locals think they are a 
delicacy but all they are are neck and legs and, oh, they are tough. To cook them 
long enough to be tender is impossible. So we told our cook that we don't care for 
chicken and we hadn't had mutton (the other delicacy here) for several years. Fish 
and chicken are not considered meat, and I agree. The chicken is more like boiled 
shoe leather and fish tastes like something the dog drug in. I've tasted old mud carp 
that was better than the last fish we were served. 

Saturday, September 13, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, today was a little better. My cook is very clean, efficient, a good cook and 
housekeeper. I'm very pleased with him. I still feel ill today and I can't figure out 
why. Arch left early this morning. It may be late when he gets home. He had to get 
the car fixed. The plumber came to see if he could find the trouble with the water 
and said that he thought if we'd open the valve tonight (the chowkidar closed it; said 
it was suppose to be closed) that early in the morning, when the water pressure is 
really high, the tank on top of the house will probably fill up. It has to be raised so 
high (two stories or more) that it can't do it during the day when the pressure is low. 
So we'll give it a try. If it doesn't work then the landlord will have to put a pump on 
it. 

Last night our neighbors came over to see us. They are relatives to our landlord. 
She is about 45 orso and I think she will make a good friend. I hope so. I'm really 
lonesome for a friend. Our air shipment is still not here. This is getting ridiculous. 
The poor cook is having to bring pots from home and cook meals that are one kettle 
ones. But they are good. He helped me measure windows today for drapes and 
curtains. I think I'll ask my neighbor to go with me to a drapery mart to order them. 
I have to get three bids. I've got to get me some handwork started. I've got some in 
the shipment. 

Sunday, September 14, 1980 [Ilene] 

I got up and did a washing by hand and cleaned a couple bathrooms before I 
realized it was Sunday. I was not going to do things like that on Sunday. My problem 
is that I lose all track of time and don't even know what day it is. Quasim just came 
back from the market and made a settlement with me. He is very honest. I think we 
are going to get along fine. 
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Boy, I sure wish I'd get a letter from someone. Should be one of these days. 
Arch really had a frustrating day today. He came home about 7:30 p.m. and said he'd 
been all day trying to get his car fixed. It had a new carburetor in it and the Harza 
mechanic at Mardan was supposed to fix it so it would idle better. By the time he 
worked on it a few hours it wouldn't go at all. Daddy was fit to be tied so he's 
working at home today. Expecting the driver to drive up anytime with it but so far 
its 1:25 p.m. and no sign of him. It would be nice if I could have a car tomorrow to 
go to the market. I am collecting all the scriptures on the apostasy and restoration so 
that when our typewriter comes I can get them typed out and start memorizing them. 

We went for a walk around the neighborhood tonight; then stopped in at the 
neighbors to visit. I really think I'm going to like her. She said she would teach me 
Pashto if I'd teach her English. 

Monday, September 15, 1980 [Ilene] 

My cook, Quasim, brought his radio from home so I could have some music to 
listen to. After listening a few minutes, I believe I could take anything the Rock and 
Roll groups at home could dish out. I guess I can get used to this inasmuch as there 
will be nothing else I can listen to, at least until our tapes and recorder get here. I've 
about given up on our air shipment. Daddy woke up feeling rugged this morning but 
went to work. The car came after him so I guess it's fixed. Hope it comes back this 
morning and lets me go shopping. 

Well, we found the trouble with the water. The chowkidar turned the valve off; 
said it was supposed to be. Anyway, last night the tank overflowed and poured off 
the roof. Arch had to get up and turn the valve off again. Too much pressure. Just 
can't win for losing. 

If I thought I was sick the other day, I was nothing compared to the singer on 
the radio. I feel like John Anderson, a co-worker, said as we listened to a couple of 
musicians (?) at the restaurant one day. I quote, "I don't know how much they're 
paying those fellows, but it's too much!" I don't mean to be critical. Each culture has 
its own style of music and I'm just used to American. 

I took four cushions from the beautiful furniture we received from Tarbela to 
have them recovered. Also four chairs. It will seem good to have some half decent 
furniture to sit on. 

The American Consulate got in touch with us and said they were showing a 
movie at the consulate residence tonight, so we cleaned up and went out for the first 
time in a month. Our driver said he could only stay until 8:30 p.m. The movie was 
Steve Martin in "The Jerk" (R- rated.) What a filthy movie. We were glad we had an 
excuse to leave early, although we would have done anyway. We didn't find anyone 
there that appealed to us friendship-wise anyway. 

Tuesday, September 16, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went into the bank today for the first time to cash a check. If we thought it was 
hard to get our money in, it is just as hard to get it back out. You write a check to 
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"Self, then on the back you sign your name again. Then he puts it in a box behind 
him - and someone else takes it for about 10 minutes (while you wait) and then they 
bring it back and you sign your name again and then they give you the money. 

My good Pakistanian neighbor, Nazaket, went with me to the market to help me 
get three bids on draperies. What a drag. It took us 2 X A hours to go to three places 
and get bids. Then our driver had to take the car to a mechanic while we were doing 
that. Somehow he got our messages crossed and we couldn't find him and finally 
Nazaket took me a couple of blocks and we got in a white van bus. She called it "the 
wagon." The rest of them that were crowded in it were all men. We rode to 
University Town and got off and took a horse and buggy (called a tonga) on home. 
Quite an experience, but fun. Then the driver came home about 1 p.m. frantic. I 
assured him it was not his fault. 

When Arch came home we went back to town to get three bids on the rest of 
the furniture we need. That was another drag. So at last we have our bids ready to" 
send in. Got word today that our air shipment is in Karachi. (Bet it's been there a 
week or two.) We had to send our passports air mail to Lahore where a man will fly 
to Karachi and take our stuff through customs. Then it will fly to Lahore and then 
checked out there and then a truck (an armored one) will bring it to us. I'm only 
joking about the armored truck. But the Harza man has to travel right with it or half 
of it will get pilfered before it gets here. 

Gradually we're getting setded. It will be nice to have all my stuff here and nice 
home furnished again. We're very pleased with our Quasim. He's so ambitious and 
so easy to get along with— we are very fortunate to have found him. 

Tuesday, September 16, 1980 [Arch] 

Today as we were going to the bazaar we heard gunfire, so immediately our 
driver turned off the road and two cars whizzed past. We were told that the military 
police were after smugglers. I would like to know how they made out, but I'm also 
glad they weren't trying to shoot at me. I can't help but feel that some poor 
pedestrian or cyclist must have got run over. 

Wednesday, Sept 17, 1980 [Ilene] 

I'm really getting adept at doing my washing by hand. Of course, I have nothing 
else much to do. But I don't have a clothesline yet so I've been hanging them on the 
decorative rail upstairs on our veranda like everybody else does. Well, one of my 
towels blew off and instead of going down in my front yard it stopped halfway in a 
little trough. Quasim climbed up on the high fence and walked to the house and 
climbed up to the trough to recover it. I didn't want him to for fear he'd fall; but 
nothing doing. If memsahib had a problem, he'd take care of it. 

There is a young man that waited on us at the Inter-Con Hotel and found out 
where we live and is making kind of a pest of himself. He came over last night to 
visit and stayed from 5:30 to after 8. Then we had to just stand up and thank him for 
coming and all but push him out the door. Then this morning here he comes again 
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and walks in and sits himself down and starts smoking, putting his ashes on my floor 
and his matches, too. Finally after about an hour I stood up and told him I had to go 
in the other room and get busy. After he was gone I had Quasim tell chowkidar that 
when he came again to meet him at the gate and tell him Sahib is not home and 
Madame doesn't care to have you visit unless he is. 

I hope that does it. You see, in Pakistan the men are not allowed to visit with 
any lady unless her husband is present, and these men love to be able to say they 
visited with a foreign lady without her husband there. Silly, isn't it. But they are 
ninny that way. 

Daddy is in Mardan today and said not to worry if he didn't get home tonight. 
You never know if he's going to have car trouble or not. I'm sitting here watching 
little tiny ants crawling all over my floor and I don't even care. It wouldn't do any 
good. Last night we sat and watched our two little lizard friends upon the wall 
catching mosquitoes. Of course, Arch was cheering for the lizards because the 
mosquitoes eat on him all night. 

Thursday, September 18, 1980 [Ilene] 

Took Quasim with me today to the market. So many little things I had to get and 
had to have someone that knew where to go. We're so hoping that our shipment will 
be here by Monday. We've had to spend so much duplicating what's in the shipment 
in order to live. My friend, Nazaket, will go to the old city market which is supposed 
to be one of the largest in the world. Saturday morning I'm going to try to find some 
suitable material to make my bathroom and kitchen curtains. I'll have to do them by 
hand, but then I have more time than anything else right now. 

I'm hoping I can find a garbage can also. They seem to be a rarity here. Also, 
I'm still looking for a dust pan. Tomorrow is the Sabbath again. Seems so strange to 
not have any meetings to go to. Don't guess I'll ever get used to it. 

Friday, September 19, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, little Paul Archibald. Two years old. How I wish I could give 
you a big hug! Our sacrament meeting this morning was special again. It is true that 
where two or more meet in His name, His spirit is there. Afterward, we took a long 
walk. Got on the wrong road and ended up on a dead end street in the middle of a 
village. The villagers had quite a laugh at us. And, of course, we laughed along with 
them and retreated. 

Talk about large homes! America can't hold a candle. They either live in 
mansions here or huts. The average footage of the homes is at least five or six 
thousand square feet — all with huge yards, tall cement fences, and locked gates. Our 
home is small compared to the majority of them. 

The potatoes here are sure good. They are more of a yellowish tint and sweeter. 
We really enjoy them. And the little sweet grapes are luscious. Arch and I eat about a 
pound a day (40 cents/lb) 8 rupees a kilo. Also, bananas. And I found a pretty good 
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apple. The tangerines will be on before long and they say they are really sweet and 
good. 

Friday, September 19, 1980 [Arch] 

Today is little Paul's birthday and I am proud that he bears my name and hope 
that he will be proud and pay honor to one who bore the name proudly (Archibald 
Gardner). May we both, his descendents, keep the name from being tarnished or 
brought to an open shame. There are other reasons, which are very special to me, 
that he is named Paul. 

But, today as I meditate about my grandsons and granddaughters, I am proud of 
the accomplishments of each and bear witness to them that they have been borne of 
goodly parents who fear and give heed to the words of God; being steadfast in their 
desire to keep His commandments and walk uprightly before man and God. May 
each of you give heed to the saving principles of God lest you be denied exaltation 
with your loved ones and those who love you. 

Today has been our Sabbath day and we have performed the ordinance of the 
sacrament and pledged our faithfulness and feel our nothingness except we be 
supported by Him. Thus far I feel I have introduced the Church through obedience 
to the Word of Wisdom. The British have left their abominable tea habit upon the 
people and my not drinking tea with them creates no small stir. Yet, I have known of 
no criticism which I cannot bear for the price of discipleship. 

Saturday, September 20, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Maurine! Are you 30 or have I figured wrong? Sure wish I 
could holler at you, "Have a nice day!" I went to the market today (not the big one). 
Nazaket was going to take me, but yesterday she was stung by a wasp twice and her 
leg swelled to an enormous size and she had to go to the doctor and it still is 
bothering her today. So I went to the cantonment market and bought some cotton 
blend materials for little ruffle curtains for three bathrooms, dressing rooms, and 
kitchen. I'm going to hem them all by hand. I got started today, but I can see its 
going to be a lot of work. Still waiting for that shipment and a LETTER FROM 
SOMEONE at home. I haven't heard a word from anyone since leaving six weeks 
ago (seems like six years!) 

Sunday, September 21, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, Daddy left at 6:30 a.m. for Mardan for his first (in a series) big meeting 
with the Agricultural Superintendents of the government. He's been planning on this 
one for a long time. He will be presenting an outline of his suggested program. It's 
been approved by the Secretary of Agriculture. In fact, the Director of Agriculture 
(just under the Secretary) told them that there would be an exam after tomorrow's 
meeting to see if they understood the program, and if they didn't, they better study 
until they did or else! They are really behind him (Daddy) a hundred percent. 
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Well, I got my curtains all hemmed (it took all day). Now to get things to put 
them up with. Gradually it is beginning to look like a home. 

Sunday, September 21, 1980 [Arch] 

Today was my first training session with the Agricultural officers in the Mardan 
Scarp area. Some 23 people attended, one of which was the second ranking officer 
of Agriculture in the Province. 

My discussion had the help of the Lord for it was well received by all. Today I 
set in motion the new extension program. That isn't what I was sent over to do but it 
had to be done before progress was made in my field, so I did it and received 
applause from the group. 

I find this people a very gracious and hospitable people; and those I met with 
today I felt had a pretty good handle on their jobs. They're intelligent people and I 
feel a warm bond with them. 

Before starting the meeting, one from the congregation offered a prayer which 
was very much like the reading of the Koran. He chanted up and down the scale as 
he gave his prayer; really different. 

I'm concerned about Mom. She has lost interest and life here is nothing but a 
bore for her. I don't know the answer. I'm no company for her and she has no 
friends here whom she cares about. I'm sure she will not be happy till she is winging 
her way back home. She doesn't want to go home but she doesn't want to waste time 
as she has the past month. My lot has been entirely the opposite. I have been so 
busy that there has been little time to get bored. I also am working with people every 
day, which satisfies the need for friends and associates. So thus far it has been a good 
experience for me. I have also had opportunities I never had in my town but it is 
said that one is not without honor save it be in his hometown. 

Monday, September 22, 1980 [Ilene] 

I really have a ritual. Get up, shower, dress, put water on for Ovaltine, put four 
eggs in pot. Boil. Heat roti (bread), set table, eat, have prayer, read scriptures, kiss 
husband, do dishes, do washing by hand, hang up on veranda. And then Quasim is 
usually here (about 8:45) so the rest of the day nothing but hand work. I sure hope I 
can get a volunteer job at the hospital. I'm going crazy! I told Daddy I feel like a 
naughty little girl whose hands had been slapped and placed in a corner and told to 
stay there and think about all the bad things I've done and repent of them for the 
next 21 months. I know why Daddy is here, but why in the world am I (besides just 
to be with my husband)? 

Daddy came home early and put my little ruffled curtains up. Used a brick for a 
hammer. Quasim had bought me some nails and twine at the market. Now I've got 
eight white napkins I'm going to embroidery and hem. Fun, huh? What a drag! 
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Tuesday, September 23, 1980 [Ilene] 

We went to bed at 8:30 p.m. and slept good and arose at 5:45. This is getting to 
be a bad habit. I finished the napkins a few minutes ago so what am I going to do 
tomorrow until I can get to town? Oh, well. Maybe I'll get lucky and my shipment 
will come. Dreamer! We went for a walk again tonight. I'm getting so I'm not so 
leery. Quasim says that his people would not hurt me because I am a guest in their 
country. Well, he knows that and believes it, but I'm not sure everybody feels the 
same way. 

Anyway, it's interesting to watch people. Some giggle and laugh as they pass us 
(women and children) so we're doing our share in making the world a happier place 
to live. I just wish someone would give me something to laugh at during the day. 
Things I laugh at aren't supposed to be laughed at. The man came today and put the 
exhaust pipes on our little gas heating stoves; not that we need them yet. 

Tuesday, September 23, 1980 [Arch] 

My training sessions are over and I'm now considered a capable instructor and 
authority on everything. I'm now supposed to prepare a treatise on corn sugarcane. 
Well, I'm glad someone showed me what sugarcane was the other day. On our way 
home from the training session we had a near mishap. The spring broke and half of 
it dropped off and we came home on what was left. Today we've been trying to get it 
fixed. 

I've been correcting exam papers for the test I gave the agricultural officers and 
find them fairly knowledgeable. There is a question about some and they might 
require special training. I am also a projector repair man especially on the 1902 
model. On the way home the lens pieces came undone and I had seven pieces to try 
and fit together in the proper sequence. I believe that is six to the seventh power and 
I believe I got it right in about 15 tries. People here are great ones to doll things up 
and my latest was a bunch of white-haired sheep that had been spray painted with 
orange and pink blotches. 

Wednesday, September 24, 1980 [Ilene] 

Quasim's wife is very ill and he is leaving early to take her to the doctor. He is 
concerned that I cannot get dinner on (after he has it all fixed). I had to assure him 
that I could manage. 

We had a little rain today and it cooled things down some, although things have 
generally cooled down from what they were. We've had some fighter planes 
practicing maneuvering over us today. They are very pretty to watch. I went to 
market with Arch and bought a hand scythe for the chowkidar to hand cut the lawn 
with. 

Yesterday Daddy was in the yard cutting some boards to put clothes rods in the 
closets and a little lizard ran up his leg. He said he shook it out and the poor scared 
little thing ran up the leg of a young man that was helping him. He said it reminded 
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him of the time when they were boys and Stuart had on a new pair of overalls. A 
mouse ran up his leg and he got so excited that he grabbed hold of it, took out his 
pocket knife and cut it right out of his pants; cutting a huge hole in his new overalls! 
(I'll bet his mother was mad). 

I bought material to make me twelve nice big dinner napkins. I will hem them 
all by hand and then embroidery a large "R" in the corner. That should keep me 
busy for awhile. We're reading and really enjoying the scriptures. 

Thursday, September 25, 1980 [Ilene] 

I'm getting hay fever when I go to bed at night. I don't seem to have any sign of 
it during the day or in the evening before going to bed. I guess I've been getting so 
much rest and sleep that I've grown allergic to it! 

Still no shipment or letters. Bonanza! Arch just came in with the news that our 
air shipment will be here Saturday morning at 9:20 by train. Also, we have permission 
to order our furniture and drapes. Maybe one of these days we're going to start living 
again. 

Quasim went with us to order the furniture and it's a good thing he did as most 
of these people only speak a word or two of English and Quasim explains to them in 
Urdu what we want. I'm actually worn out when I get through trying to explain what 
I mean. But we got it done. Now to get Nazaket to go with me Saturday and order 
my drapes. I need her to show me where we went before. 

Friday, September 26, 1980 The Sabbath [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath. Our shipment will be here tomorrow so we will have more 
books to read on the Sabbath. Our meeting was special again today. Then our good 
neighbors, the Querschies, came to visit a few moments with us. We wrote our family 
letter, then took a nap, ate a light lunch, read the newspaper, read some more 
scriptures, and left at 4 p.m. to go to a dinner invite from our landlord. It was a 
lovely evening. They lived in the States for six years and he's planning to go back to 
live permanently if he can find a job there. He has his master's degree in Horticulture 
and is only making $110 a month here working at the government experimental 
station. A shame. Anyway, we had a delicious Pakistanian dinner and a nice visit 
with people that we could understand. 

It was 8:00 p.m. when we started home and believe me it was the first time I've 
ridden the highways at night and it's DANGEROUS! Narrow roads, large trucks 
taking their half out of the middle, one-eyed trucks, horse and buggies with no lights 
going slow with no street lights. I'll do my traveling here after this in the 
DAYLIGHT! That's bad enough. 

Friday, September 26, 1980 [Arch] 

Pakistan's holiday or Sabbath. It is now 10:00 a.m. and we have had one meeting 
in which we partook of the sacrament and discussed a gospel lesson and read from 
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the Book of Samuel wherein Saul, Jonathan and his two brothers were killed in battle 
by the Philistines and they possessed the cities of the Israelites. 

Today we are alone as we released our help to worship how, when, or whom 
they may. And we worship this day the only true and living God and pay our 
devotions. Even though I am many miles away from the saints, I am sure the Lord 
hasn't forgotten us. We have seen his protecting influence for we have traveled the 
highways and are still alive, which is a great miracle and a blessing. Also, what we 
have eaten has been a blessing to our bodies and this is proof that our prayers have 
been answered. 

Tomorrow we will receive our air freight shipment. We have discovered that we 
can get along with a lot less than we thought we could. Maybe this is preparing us for 
a type which is to come. It will be nice to sleep on white sheets again and have pans 
to cook with, and to know that our goods have arrived safely. We are truly living a 
different life. I haven't had a suit on since I left Moses Lake nor attended a group 
meeting or listened to a gospel sermon in the past six weeks. These things have 
become a part of our lives and it is difficult to make the adjustment, but I've found a 
closeness to my Maker I haven't had before. 

Saturday, September 27, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, disappointment again. Our shipment didn't come. We're hoping it will be 
here in the morning. After it didn't come, Arch checked the schedule they gave him 
and discovered that it said Saturday, the 28 th . Well, today is Saturday, but tomorrow 
is the 28th! Who knows what they meant. Well, Arch went back this evening to meet 
a train at 5 p.m. just in case. No luck. Well, another night with one tablecloth (sheet) 
and no pillow. Patience, patience. 

Sunday, September 28, 1980 [Ilene] 

Glory be! I got my first letter from home from Brenda and Charles. I read it 
and read it— seemed so good. Another disappointment this morning though; the train 
was three hours late so Daddy came home and waited and went back. Came home 
empty-handed again. Said the man bringing it was on the train, but our stuff had to 
come on another train after it. Said it would be there in 15 minutes and waited. 
Finally asked the station master and he said that the train had been rerouted and 
wouldn't be in until 8:00 p.m. tonight. Well, it's just 8 p.m. and we're hoping to hear 
a truck before long stop outside our gate. 

The fellow in charge was really worried. He's responsible for it and he was 
supposed to stay with it, but they assured him it would be right behind him. We've 
just got to have faith that the Lord will get it here safely for us. Arch has wasted two 
days now and is about ready to come unglued. Tomorrow Nazaket is going with me 
to order my drapes. I have permission to do so. 

War is breaking out all around us here. Iran with Iraq; Russia with Afghanistan. 
Some Afghanistan helicopters have been bombing the coast of Pakistan. The 
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Pakistan president has made a protest. I don't know just what is going to happen. 
Maybe we'll be coming home sooner than 21 months. 

Sunday, September 28, 1980 [Arch] 

Today we were to get our furniture but as yet it hasn't shown up. When it will, 
we don't try to predict. It's only a fool or a foreigner that will say when something 
will happen. If I were president there are a few things I'd change. One is the phone 
system, another is the traffic laws, and a third is to get the people off their dead ends. 
It seems like a lot of people make tracks by dragging their behind in the sands of 
time. I was telling Mom that I have to get some pictures of the road construction. 
This is hard to believe, but trucks dump loads of large rocks where the road is to be 
improved. Men are hired to break the big rocks with sledge hammers and then 
smaller rocks are broken into rocks about half the size of a man's fist, with small claw 
hammers. Then the rocks are put in baskets and carried from the pile and placed in 
the road for a roller to make it smooth. Then an asphalt layer puts the top coat on. 
About the only thing you can say is that it provides work for a lot of people. 

Monday, September 29, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, little Tenille! Well, our air shipment arrived safe and sound last 
night about 9 p.m. However, the fellow said he had to bribe the policeman so he 
wouldn't open all the boxes for examination. Of course, he wasn't supposed to. 
They had already passed customs, but that's their way of making more money. 

We have to laugh when we see all the clothes we've brought; suits and dresses 
that we will never wear and there's more coming in the sea shipment! 

I went to see the principal at the Catholic Christian School and offered my 
services as a volunteer teacher's aide. She was so glad to have me. I will be going 
three times a week; Monday, Wednesday, and Saturday from 7:30 a.m. to 1 p.m. 

Went shopping with my neighbor, Nazaket, again. She is fun to go with and 
we're getting so we can understand each other better. We laugh a lot anyway. 
Ordered my drapes today. They will be ready in a week. Oh, it seemed so good to 
sleep between SHEETS and have a pillow, no less! 

Tuesday, September 30, 1980 [Ilene] 

No water again today. We've just got to do something about this. The water 
tank on top of our house is so high that there's just not enough pressure to push it up 
there. I'm afraid the landlord is going to have to put a motor and pump on it. Arch 
put a clothesline up on the veranda for me so now I can hang my wash instead of 
draping it over the rails of the veranda. My clothes were always blowing off! 

We're going to have to let our chowkidar go; he's just not reliable. Lets in any 
peddler that comes along and people looking for work. Quasim has told him a dozen 
times not to, but he either forgets or doesn't care. Nevertheless, we're going to find 
someone else. 
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Wednesday, October 1, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, today was my first day at school. Wow! First they put me in a class of 
senior girls (it's an all-girl school). All schools here are separate; boys in one and girls 
in another, all uniformed with black hair, black eyes, and brown faces. They all look 
alike! Anyway, their seniors here are in the 10th year of school. Then they graduate 
and some go to "college" (11th and 12th grades.) 

These girls were in math class. However, the sister, Christeen, told them just to 
busy themselves and be good. Most of them came up and wanted me to write in an 
autograph book and asked me about schools in America. We spent the 40 minutes in 
discussing America. Very lovely girls. Then I was put in a room to assist the teacher 
of 45 first graders— four to six years of age. Parents send their children whenever 
they want. What an experience! 

They were being taught one hour of English and the next hour, Urdu. And 
whenever they asked me a question, it was in Urdu. I would say, "Speak English, I 
can't understand you." Then they would giggle. I told the teacher I wanted their 
beginner book in Urdu so I could take it home and Arch and I learn Urdu. Then I 
helped teach them some American songs, one being Jingle Bells; a little out of season, 
but jolly. 

Arch gave me a permanent tonight and did a beautiful job. Last night we gave 
each other our gamma globulin shots. I really sweat. I was scared. The needle was 
about 12 inches long. I got it in, but was really upset. It took so long to give him 10 
cc's and the needle was about as long for me with only five cc's. But, he ENJOYED 
it! Glad we don't have to do that again for six months! 

Wednesday, October 1, 1980 [Arch] 

Well, Mom spent her first day in school in Pakistan, as a teacher's aide no less. 
Working without pay, but how better can you learn the language and keep posted on 
what is going on. We are both happy for her new responsibilities. The past two days 
I have been searching some of the files on what has happened in the past four or five 
years and find that about all I'm doing is a duplication of efforts. 

I remember reading about President Brigham Young telling the St. George 
saints to remove a large rock from the road. The next conference when he arrived 
the rock was still there and he told the saints that they hadn't listened to him before 
so there was no reason to believe that they would this time so he turned around and 
went home. This is about the way I feel; they haven't accepted the counsel which has 
been given, so why should they do what I say when I tell them the same story. If I 
could take advantage of the old mule story and get their attention, maybe something 
good would happen. 

For the past two days we have been without running water in the house. Thank 
goodness it is not as cold as it was in Glasgow, Montana when we had broken lines to 
contend with for 10 days. We pack this water by the bucketful and take spit baths in 
a bucket or small wash tub which is hardly big enough to get both feet in; so we really 
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are hurting for a change in our water system. I guess we could do as the natives: be 
clean on the outside and not worry about the inside. 

Last night Ilene and I had a new experience of giving each other gamma shots 
and we got through Ilene's shot all right, but getting her to give me mine was like 
talking a greenie (pilot) out of the air when he had never had a hold of the controls 
before. I thought of how the space pilots felt when they blasted off for the moon 
and realized that their craft was built by the parts from the lowest bidder. 

Well, Ilene wasn't a dropout from medical school but she sure had her 
reservations as to whether she could give me my shot and I had to reassure her that it 
was me that was going to get stuck. We finally got the job done. My backside about 
1 5 minutes later felt like I had pumped it up like a balloon, but tonight I don't feel 
much the worse for the experience. 

Thursday, October 2, 1980 [Ilene] 

We got a little water today. But a little is better than none at all. We discharged 
our chowkidar today. We wanted to give him five days notice, but he just up and 
went home when we told him, which was alright, too. Arch watched them plant 
beets today by hand! It takes 10 men one long day to plant one acre. I can't believe 
it. He also watched them harvest corn BY HAND! The women doing it get paid five 
kilos of corn on the cob for a day's work (10-11 lbs). 

They are so far behind the world here and don't seem to have any desire to im- 
prove or progress. We went to our good neighbor's, the Querschi's, Nazaket and 
NuRul, for supper. Had a delicious Pakistanian supper. They are really good 
neighbors and friends to us. 

Friday, October 3, 1980 [Ilene] 

The Sabbath again today and another spiritual feast. We are learning so much of 
the scriptures and enjoying it so much. It is fast day and so we did not eat until later 
this evening, having eaten at 7:30 last night. Quasim brought his 25-year-old son here 
for an interview for chowkidar. We hired him. I'm sure he will be fine. I know we 
really like his father as our cook-housekeeper. His name is Nazir. 

Sabbaths are long for us. There are no meetings to go to. Nothing we can do 
but take a walk which we always do. Then read and study scriptures. It looks like we 
will be going to bed early tonight, say 8 p.m. How does that strike you? But I have 
to get up at 5:30 to make it to school by 7:30 a.m. anyway. 

Friday, October 3, 1980 [Arch] 

We have just completed our services by holding Priesthood meeting and Relief 
Society meeting, having our Sunday School lesson, and have taken care of the 
ordinance of the sacrament. This evening we will again study the scriptures and bear 
our testimonies. This is truly a learning experience but we really miss the saints and 
the organization of the Church. Yet, we are adjusting well, if it weren't for the King 
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of England. So I can't truly feel good about those who say "God save the King," for 
his tea program in Pakistan has made addicts out of almost all of these people and 
has caused me to not receive the hospitality of these people. Yesterday I turned tea 
down seven times. Some of the people don't take to it kindly when I refuse. My boss 
said that he would make a tea drinker out of me and I admit it would be easier, but 
the challenge was made and I'm just as determined as he is. However, he feels he has 
the edge because he is my supervisor and that this pressure will bear fruit. 

Yesterday I watched about 20 men planting sugar beets. Each had a little dish 
full of seed and would take a pinch of seed and poke it into the ridge, which had 
previously been furrowed up by hand or by bullocks. I was told that the group would 
take a day to plant two acres. I tried to explain that it was possible for two men with 
a hand planter to do as much and it would be a better job. They thought such 
advances were impossible. How do you tell them your son-in-law plants 10 acres of 
beets about every nine minutes, and he can do it alone from a tractor seat? I have to 
be careful to mention only the simplest advances to keep their confidence and make 
them realize it is possible for them to do it. 

Also in the next field they were harvesting corn and in a field which was 
approximately 15 acres there were between 80 and a 100 women taking the cobs of 
corn off the stocks and husking them and throwing them into piles for the haulers to 
put in the baskets and carry on their heads to a tractor drawn wagon. Each field 
worker received 5 kilo of unshelled corn per day. When I saw these women and girls, 
many of them should have been in school instead of working in the fields, I thought 
of Ruth gleaning for enough to live on. It is difficult for me to realize this area still is 
in the dark ages. They still are working as though time had been turned back 2,000 
years. I can't help but marvel what the gospel light has done for some. 

We hear of war and troubled times all around us, but have the simple faith that 
God can protect us regardless of where we reside if we but keep His commandments. 

Saturday, October 4, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Brenda! Wish I could holler at you over the phone (or better 
still, face to face). Went to school again today and came home very tired. I believe 
from here on out I will not go so early; about nine instead of 7:30. The two first 
grade teachers started trying to teach me Urdu today, but I can see it is going to be a 
struggle. But, we (Daddy and I) are going to try. I am so grateful for Quasim and his 
son, Nazir. They are such good, honest people and so dependable. I just leave and I 
know they will take care of things without being told. 

I am so lonesome to hear from my children. So far I've only heard from Charles 
and Brenda and it's been almost two months and a month since we cabled our 
address. I've been thinking about Salt Lake and conference today. Wish we were 
close enough to go— wishful thinking! 



Sunday, October 5, 1980 [Dene] 



42 



Sunday, October 5, 1980 [Ilene] 

Sunday doesn't seem like Sunday anymore now that we have our Sabbath on 
Friday. It's still awfully hard to get used to, though. Today I stayed home and 
worked on some dresser scarves I'm embroidering. I'm really getting to be quite a 
hand at that sort of thing. Should get my new drapes tomorrow— sure hope so. We've 
been in our house now almost a month. Well, it's 6:30 p.m. and so it would be 7:30 
a.m. in Salt Lake. Bet Temple Square is beginning to bustle about now. 

Sunday, October 5, 1980 [Arch] 

Visited farmers north of Mardan. My heart goes out to these people. They do 
everything the hard way; roadwork, farming, and everything else. Their land doesn't 
even cooperate. It's hard and cloddy when dry and like glue when wet. Even good 
farmers would have difficulty handling this soil. I have concluded that there is only 
one right time to work this ground and that is when you are in to dinner. There are 
some areas which have black alkali so badly that nothing comes up. 

Saw a camel train and it made me think of Lehi as he merchanted goods between 
Egypt and Jerusalem. They were so laden down that you could hardly see the camels. 
We almost hit a little boy today. He started to run in front of our car and his pal 
grabbed his clothes and jerked him back or we could have had a funeral. 

Monday, October 6, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went to school today; really getting to know those little ones. Got my drapes 
and got them all up but the family room. Have to get rods for the windows. One 
furniture place said some of our furniture will be finished maybe Saturday. Hooray! 
We got a good Urdu-English dictionary today. We're learning some phrases and 
words. I don't know how we sound, but we're trying. 

Tuesday, October 7, 1980 [Ilene] 

Things are cooling down quite a bit. It's really nice. It's good to stay home a day 
after being to school a day, but it seems good to have something useful to do. 
Received our first letter from Lisa. Seemed so good to hear from her. Oh, how we 
miss all of you, but each day I can see the good Daddy is doing among these farmers. 
They truly do trust and listen to him. He is so sad sometimes when he would like to 
help them, but unable to because of lack of money. 

Wednesday, October 8, 1980 [Ilene] 

School again. There are two little gals that just can't seem to get arithmetic or 
printing, so the teacher, Cecelia, is going to place them in front by me so I can give 
them individual tutoring. With 45 students she just doesn't have the time and I enjoy 
it. I picked up my drapes today and just have to get rods for the family room and I'll 
be all curtained. Now for some furniture. 
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Arch is going to Mardan every other day, making personal contact with the 
farmers. He's really diligent in trying to help them. 

Thursday, October 9, 1980 [Ilene] 

Gave Quasim his month's wages today and a raise of 50 rupees. He was 
disappointed. He wanted 100 rupees, but 750 rupees a month is a good wage here. 
Some men with their master's degrees only make 1 100 rupees, and it is a very high 
wage for a cook-housekeeper. So we were firm and he accepted it all right. He's 
been a help, but as a cook, I do much better. However, I don't mind as long as he is 
pleasant and diligent in the other things he has to do. 

Our good friends, NuRul and Nazaket, went with us to the old city market 
tonight. It was fun and oh, the beautiful copperware we saw — yum, yum! 

Friday, October 10, 1980 [Ilene] 

Our Sabbath again today. What special meetings we have. It takes us 2V2 hours 
to have a song, prayer, sacrament song, the sacrament, priesthood lesson, Relief 
Society lesson, and Sunday School lesson. Then we discuss what we've learned. The 
rest of the day is spent in writing letters, studying, napping, and then dinner. About 5 
p.m. Arch gives the family home evening lesson and I give either the Relief Society 
visiting teaching message or a Homemaking lesson. It's really a day of study; much 
more than at home where the day is always filled with meetings and interviews and 
such, which is important to the building of the kingdom, but not so much to 
individual growth in the Church always. 

It was really quite cool today; quite a change. We heard something encouraging 
today. We were told that June and July are really HOT months but they are dry, not 
humid. August is the bad one. Monsoon rains make it hot and humid. So that's 
encouraging. We thought the whole long summer would be hot and humid; just hot 
isn't so bad. 

We share our home with these teeny, tiny ants. They are all over. We've put ant 
powder around and it does help. Not a speck of food can be left anywhere or within 
the hour it will be covered with them. They really don't hurt anything and they are 
not dirty. They don't bite and you can barely see them. We're really getting used to 
them. It will be a month tomorrow since we moved into our home. Not much 
progress furniture-wise, but we seem to be getting along fine without it. 

Friday, October 10, 1980 [Arch] 

A Sabbath in Pakistan. This is not different than some of the others, but it does 
give us time to think what is important in life and try and do something about it. 
Today we renewed our covenant to take upon ourselves the name of Jesus Christ that 
we might have His spirit to be with us. And one doesn't really appreciate what that 
means until he has lived in Pakistan or one of its neighboring countries. It is a great 
comfort to know you are not alone when you are doing the Lord's work. I 
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sometimes question if we are doing the Lord's work here, but when I think of the 
gospel of service I feel I am helping the work. 

Today we have had lessons from the Priesthood, Relief Society, Family Home 
Evening and Visiting Teaching manuals, besides reading from Abraham. Our 
morning meeting lasted 2Vz hours and the deportment this afternoon was about one 
hour. We are bringing our journals up-to-date and getting a letter off to the 
International Mission President and I am sure will have some more scripture reading 
before retiring. We love the scriptures more each day. Today I challenged the 
grandchildren to memorize the Articles of Faith. Last night Mom and I said them 
word perfect. We are also memorizing scriptures on the Apostasy and Restoration 
which might prove valuable before our time here is finished. 

Yesterday we took the neighbors and went to the old city bazaar. It's an 
experience and a sight one will never forget. Every time we attend the market we 
appreciate the land of America more. How nice it would be to purchase an item 
which you could have confidence in. We bought 30 light globes just one month ago 
and we have had to replace one dozen of them already. This is typical of all other 
Pakistani manufactured goods. They have no manufacturing integrity. 

Saturday, October 11, 1980 [Ilene] 

Attended school today. Really getting in the swing of things. The little ones 
know me and will trust me to help them. Some really need special help. I'm glad I'm 
smart enough to do it. 

Received Kathy's letter today telling about their misfortunes and illnesses. 
Certainly pray that she will regain her full health and that little Lane's arm will heal 
properly. Also received the bad news about the mortuary. We'll probably end up not 
only losing our initial investment, but maybe our home, too. But then it's not our 
salvation. Thank goodness it's only money. Just so we end up with sufficient to 
keep us when we're OLDER and not be a burden on our children. 

Sunday, October 12, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had a big wash today. But I'm getting used to washing by hand. With just Arch 
and I it isn't bad and gives me something to do. Kathy said in her letter that she was 
told that only one in six letters get through. Great! I won't know which they've 
received and which not so I'll have to keep repeating myself (so what else is new). 

Well, the big holiday of Pakistan (the Muslim) called Eid (20th and 21st) is 
coming a week from today. School is out a week; everybody gets new clothes. (I keep 
telling Daddy this but he can't seem to hear). They kill a water buffalo and give meat 
to the poor. They eat constantly and go to other people's houses to eat. We'll 
probably just stay home (because our driver will want time off) and try to get along 
without the cook. He's very concerned that I won't be able to handle things for two 
days. Brother! We got the rest of my drapes up tonight and do they look nice. It's 
more like home all the time. 
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Monday, October 13, 1980 [Ilene] 

Received a cablegram from Lisa. It was so good to hear from her again. I know 
the rest of you have written, but this darn mail. We'll get some of our furniture 
tomorrow; then the rest probably in a week or so. Daddy feels he is making progress 
here. He's got an engineer working on a beet drill— a simple, cheap one so the 
farmers can afford it. If he did nothing else but get them planting with a drill instead 
of hand, we would feel like our coming would have been worth it. We're making 
some progress on our Urdu; learning verbs now and how to change the structure of a 
sentence. That's what's hard for me— but it's going to come. 

Monday, October 13, 1980 [Arch] 

Yesterday was quite an eventful day. I was escorted from Peshawar to 
Nowshera to the fourth largest steel mill in the nation and given the guided tour 
through their entire establishment. This was the prelude to my giving them a rough 
design of a single row sugar beet planter, and the design of a sled bedder for planting 
four rows. This is a first in Pakistan in mechanizing the sugar beet crop. After 
designing a beet harvester, I will provide the same for production. For the last 20 
years they have been planting by hand, a laborious task. If I get single row planters 
into the field next year, my employment will have been well worth it. 

We got a telegram from Lisa and were happy to hear from her. She really is 
going to have to work on the reducing plan to beat me; I've lost about 12 pounds 
already. Today I finish the rough draft of my proposal to the Secretary of Agriculture 
for implementing the extension service in the NWFP. Hope it will be favorably 
received and implemented. 

Tuesday, October 14, 1980 [Ilene] 

I've got a bit of a cold today— hope it doesn't develop into anything. Got some 
pretty material to make a sheer curtain for my door (family room) with a big full- 
length window in it. The house is beginning to look so nice. We got some of my 
furniture today; two seater and occasional chairs. Should get my couch and dining 
set on the 18th. Everybody around here is getting excited about the three big days of 
Eid. We'll probably do a BIG nothing . 

Wednesday, October 15, 1980 [Ilene] 

Woke up with a bad throat this morning so didn't go to school. Stayed in bed 
most of the day until about 2 p.m. when Arch came home and said we would have a 
couple of co-workers from Lahore for dinner tonight and as overnight guests. 

So got up and helped Quasim decide what to have for supper and get guest 
rooms ready. They came about 6 p.m. and by the time we got dinner over with and 
to bed it was about 9:30. (That's late for us. We've been going to bed at 8!) Had the 
fellow come from the furniture shop and cut the legs off our new occasional chairs. 
They were so high my feet dangled. 
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Thursday, October 16, 1980 [Ilene] 

Our guests, (John Anderson and Zalar something) had breakfast and then went 
to work. At 1 p.m. they came and got me and the four of us went for a drive part way 
through the famous Khyber Pass. Fantastic! Everywhere you look, on every peak, a 
stronghold. No one could make it through that pass without being slaughtered. 

We saw tribal villages; mud huts with large, high mud fences around whole 
villages, all over the desert. How they ever live I wouldn't know. Then right outside 
Peshawar is where they are caring for the Afghanistan refugees, one million of them, 
tent after tent after tent. Poor people, but they are lucky that they have a neighbor 
like Pakistan that will take them and care for them. They are doing all they can for 
them. And then they are lucky, too, that it doesn't get bitter cold here. It may get to 
32 F in the winter a time or two, but that's all. The next time we go we will be sure to 
REMEMBER TO TAKE A CAMERA! WON'T WE, ARCH! We then came home 
and had dinner and they left to catch their plane about 6 p.m. It was nice to have 
company in our big, roomy house. 

Friday, October 17, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath day. We do enjoy partaking of the sacrament and then 
giving each other the various lessons. Talk about eye-to-eye teaching. We really have 
that mastered with just two of us. Wrote some letters, fixed dinner about 2 p.m. and 
listened to that lovely tape Deniece gave us of sacred music (before we left). It's 
been a lifesaver. We always sing hymns— but we either get them pitched too high or 
too low. Spent the remainder of the day reading scripture. Sat on the veranda in the 
cool of the evening and ate grapes and looked out over the neighborhood. Went to 
bed, would you believe, at 8 p.m.! 

Friday, October 17, 1980 [Arch] 

The Sabbath is drawing to a close and we have just finished playing the tape 
Deniece gave us before our journey here. I don't know what has kept us any closer 
to our Maker and the world we once knew than this tape. Every time we play it, it 
brings memories of home and tears to my eyes. We have reserved this tape (church 
orchestration) for our Sabbath listening pleasure. And as we listen great pride wells 
up in my heart for the great heritage my pioneer forefathers left me and I ponder 
upon the scripture which says that this land of America shall be a choice land above 
all other lands if its inhabitants but worship and honor the God of the land. We can 
truly testify of the blessings that cannot be showered down upon a nation that does 
not worship the true and living God, regardless of how devout they may be in their 
worship. We have realized what a great source of strength and comfort that comes 
from being a member of the LDS Church. 

Yesterday Ilene and I, with a couple of friends, drove up through the tribal area 
into the Khyber Pass, almost to the Afghanistan border and realized the preparation 
the people long ago made to defend their homeland from invasion from the north 
land. On every little knoll and peak, as you go into the pass, is built a fortress from 
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which the pass can be defended. As we drove through the pass there were plaques 
set into the rocks that tell of battalions and regiments who lost their lives trying to 
push through the pass. Only since the advent of the airplane has the pass lost its 
significance. Speaking of war, Ilene and I have never been troubled by the goings on 
in our neighboring countries although the fighting is sore. 

Wednesday night we entertained two of our Harza group from Lahore who took 
the trip to the Khyber. We really enjoyed their visit. Today our thoughts turn to 
home and family as they do every Sabbath and how fortunate and blessed we are as 
parents of such fine young men and women we have in the family. Each has a sacred 
spot in our heart and frequently we enter therein to be with each of you even though 
it is in spirit only. You will never know the joy each of you are to us as we begin to 
realize that the family and our love for each other is that heaven on earth spoken 
about by President McKay. May we as parents never violate that trust which will 
bring a breach in that most sacred relationship. 

Saturday, October 18, 1980 [Ilene] 

Got the rest of my furniture today, and guess what, they made the couch and 
chair out of the wrong material and it doesn't match the drapes. He said he would try 
to sell this one and make me a new set. Can't win for losing. Well, tomorrow is the 
beginning of the big three day holiday of Eid. Arch will be studying here at home as 
his office is closed for three days. Then he will take Monday and Tuesday off. 
Quasim will take Monday and Wednesday and our chowkidar, Nazir, will take 
Monday and Tuesday nights off. Looks like I am going to have to go to another 
notebook. 

Today I saw a funny thing; a big white Brahma oxen painted with pink and black 
polka dots. Arch saw one with a fancy wreath around his neck; celebrating Eid I 
guess. 

Sunday, October 19, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday, four year old Michael! This was supposed to be the first day of 
a three day holiday, Eid. Arch stayed home (the office was closed) and worked on 
his schedules here. We got our furniture and so I finished embroidering my dresser 
scarf and it looks so pretty on my new dining room table. I'm making a small one to 
match for the coffee table. We have a real chorus here at night (all night) with dogs 
barking, roosters crowing. I wish they'd get their days and nights straight. You can 
see the dogs lying around all day sleeping. I guess we ought to kick them and make 
them stay awake so they will sleep at night. Two more days of this Eid bit. Wish I 
had my sewing machine here. 

Sunday, October 19, 1980 [Arch] 

We got our front room furniture. It looks nice but it isn't the one we ordered so 
some adjustment will have to be made. We ordered to match the curtains and 
instead they do nothing for either. 
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The day before a big holiday here was a real drag. I still can't study for long 
without feeling guilty and little could be done today. But tomorrow will be the start 
of the holiday and it lasts for four to five days. It will take one but you can't do 
business till Eid is over. 

I turned in two articles that will be published in the Pakistan Farm Journal in the 
next issue. I am planning another seminar on wheat for the first week in November. 
Hope it works out. Well, we heard that our ex-governor didn't make it past 
primaries; this should tell her something. 

Today we were invited to our cook's celebration (Tuesday). We are debating 
whether to go. I had another invitation to go hunting with my clerk. He said they 
use twelve gauge shotguns. I'll feel right at home. 

Monday, October 20, 1980 [Ilene] 

Today is the official Eid day. We saw them butcher an animal and cut it up in 
back of us in the "village". Can't see much other celebrating though. We spent the 
holiday washing stairs, washing sheets, (Arch has to do this for me), just generally 
goofing off. We haven't got a driver; he's on vacation. (He was good enough to 
leave the car here). But of course, we don't dare drive it so here we sit, and the bad 
part is that we have no way of getting our mail for five days. Oh well, this too shall 
pass. 

Tuesday, October 21, 1980 [Ilene] 

Arch worked today here in his office. His official office is closed. Quasim, our 
cook, came today and cleaned and cooked (so we wouldn't starve when he takes 
tomorrow off, too.) I appreciate his concern, but it's a little funny when I've been 
caring for us for 37 years. He invited us to go to his village with him this afternoon 
when he goes home, so we did. Just to meet his family and see where he lives. It was 
in a neat little village of mud houses. He lives in one that is surrounded by a big mud 
wall, and inside is a courtyard and all around are rooms opening out into the court 
yard. Arch had to sit in the first room called the man's room; a living room type. 
Then Quasim took me (while his sons visited with Arch) into the courtyard to meet 
his wife and daughters and daughters-in-law and grandchildren. They all live in that 
enclosure together, each with their separate bedrooms, but they eat and do everything 
else together. The women very seldom go outside the enclosure. If they do they 
cover themselves completely. Arch wasn't even allowed to meet them. They seem to 
be so intelligent in every other way, it's hard to believe that they consider this right. 
Poor mislead souls; such good hospitable people. 

Then Quasim walked back home with us. On the way over there a wasp got up 
my pant leg and stung me. Boy, that really hurt. By the time I got home, my whole 
upper leg felt like knives sticking in it. I put hot packs to it twice and some ointment 
with a band-aid; took an aspirin. I sure hope by morning the poison has dissipated 
through the leg muscle and the pain is gone. 
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Tuesday, October 21, 1980 [Arch] 

Still celebrating Eid al Adha. We were invited to Quasim's place for a little while, 
but I was not allowed to lay eyes upon the women. When we arrived I was let into 
the men's reception room and that is as far as I was allowed. I guess they thought I 
would cast an evil curse upon the women if I looked upon them. I really don't know 
what harm it would have done because all you can see is a pile of clothes; even their 
face is covered. If it weren't for a little grill work on one side they could be going 
backwards without anyone knowing it. That isn't quite true unless their legs are 
screwed on backwards and their toes are going the wrong way. 

Wednesday, October 22, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, my leg is much better today. Arch tried to go to work at the office, but had 
to come back home to work because the office was still closed. But then he has a 
nice office here and no one to bother him. The weather, they say, is unseasonably 
warm. It is about 80 to 85 degrees F during the day, cool during the night; really 
lovely. I made Arch some baking powder biscuits for dinner. He really enjoys my 
cooking. Not that Quasim isn't a good cook. It's just different than we've been used 
to. 

We sit up on the veranda at night and watch the children in the village behind us 
play badminton. Then when it's dark, about 7 p.m., we come downstairs and go over 
our memory work and read scripture. Tonight is no different. We're so used to going 
to bed about 8 or 8:30. It's going to be hard to get back in the grind of church 
meetings again (although we're really looking forward to it). Our Urdu is coming 
along, I guess. Trying to learn more words and sentence structure every day. One of 
these days we're going to be able to say sentences, not just words (dreamer!) 

Thursday, October 23, 1980 [Ilene] 

Arch was able to go to the office today and the driver, Maqbool, took me to 
town to get some mail and do some shopping. It was good to get out of the house for 
a change. It will be good to get back to my school work again. I miss those little 
ones. Our good friends and neighbors, Nazaket and NuRul Querschi, came over for 
a visit for an hour. We really enjoy them. They're good friends and neighbors. They 
are going with us one of these nights to Bara; sort of a big, black market outlet for 
foreign goods. That should be interesting. It's in the tribal area. 



Friday, October 24, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another lovely warm day and nice Sabbath service. We really practice eye-to -eye 
teaching here, Arch and I, and we have good 100% participation, naturally. Our day 
was spent on lessons, scripture study, reading, and writing letters. I really miss my 
family and brothers and sisters in the gospel and church meetings, but the Lord is 
giving us different experiences here to develop us, I'm sure. The Spirit comforts us 
so that the lonely gap is somewhat filled. Am looking forward to going back some 
day. 
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Friday, October 24, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath services again have been most enjoyable. It truly is a day to rest 
from our labors and to pay our devotions to the Most High. We sure have a better 
appreciation for our way of worship after seeing how some worship. The simplicity 
of our way seems so sensible and right when we watch the masses on their prayer 
mats, and then listen to their call to prayers five times daily. It would seem that they 
have to continually remind them or they would not pray. The prayers from the 
mosque are in a way pressuring or putting a stress upon their free agency. But this is 
a way of life for the masses, as they do not aspire to be individuals as we Americans. 
They choose not to be isolated from the group by clothes, hairstyle, or actions, or any 
other way. Each one identifies with the group; we Americans are just the opposite. 
We go out of our way just to be different, to be recognized as an individual. Me, I'm 
an American and am proud of it. Little do we realize how great America is until you 
see the contrast. I'm sure now that when I sing "God Bless America" I'll do it with 
great fervor and gusto and mean every word of it. 

I think Mom and I have passed the point of no return. We are getting a sense of 
belonging; we have made the transition from total involvement to doing our own 
thing. This has brought a new dimension into our life, which was much needed in 
my life. Although I'm surrounded daily with myriads of people, I feel alone and yet it 
has brought me closer to my Maker. When we read now, we feel a kinship that was 
not there before. Everybody needs both sides for a well-rounded religious life. 

Saturday, October 25, 1980 [Ilene] 

Back to school today. Seemed good to get back with my little ones. The nights 
are getting cooler and the days shorter. Arch has to attend a meeting tomorrow. His 
boss is coming from Lahore. There's something brewing. From all we can gather, 
the government doesn't want to release the money now. Feels like it should go 
elsewhere. We'll have to see. But then, Arch is under contract, although I don't 
know what that has to do with anything. 

Sunday, October 26, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, they had their meeting and nothing was settled; said they would decide 
definitely by November 2nd. Arch's boss, Harold Creed, said the agriculture 
extension program would not be one of the first programs omitted. Well, we'll see. I 
saw a cute sight today: a white Brahma bull painted red and black polka dot! 

Monday, October 27, 1980 [Ilene] 

School again. These first grade teachers could certainly use some lessons in child 
psychology. They are really quite harsh with the little ones. My heart goes out to 
them. I'm glad I am there to ease the hurt a little sometimes. I made some good 
peanut butter fudge today. Turned out better than I expected. I think I surprise 
Quasim sometimes with my cooking. Our surface shipment should be coming this 
next month. It's getting colder so we better be getting our winter clothes and some 
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more blankets for our beds. I was just thinking today. I'll bet they are really raking 
leaves at home by now (that's one thing I don't miss about home!) 

Tuesday, October 28, 1980 [Ilene] 

Arch took me to Mardan with him today. It's the farming area about 35-50 
miles. You never lack for sights. The roadsides and roads are full of them. The 
thing that really pulls at the heart strings is to see all the mud hut villages and little 
children playing outside without shoes or coats. No wonder they don't live long. A 
person just can't describe the poverty one sees here. Oh, how I wish there were the 
garage sales here that are in the States and I would buy up a bunch of sweaters and 
shoes and take them to the villages. I'm sure we could gather sufficient stuff from 
the church members at home, but the cost of getting them here would be prohibitive. 

I'm afraid I just have to keep reminding myself of what Cherry Silver told me before 
leaving: "You'll see so much poverty and just remember, you can't help everybody. 
Do what you can and don't fret over the rest." That's hard to do. 

Received word yesterday and today from Kathy and Nathan stating they are 
trying to turn the funeral home into a reception center. Oh, how we appreciate the 
burden they are carrying for our sakes. We pray each day that our Heavenly Father 
will help them solve this problem and relieve them of the burden. We are so grateful 
for all our children and their desire to be of service to us in this time of need. We are 
truly blessed. 

Tuesday, October 28, 1980 [Arch] 

Our first cold snap hit us today in the form of rain and we have had to turn the 
heater on to take the chill off the room. I am afraid this is a type of things to come. 
Today I made a trip to Mardan and took Mom with me and let her see some more 
displaced people's communities and how they do the cobble work on the roads. It 
either makes you appreciate our way of life or feel bad for theirs, or even both. Can 
you imagine big rocks (15-25 pounds) being broken by small hammers and then 
carried in a basket, sometimes on their heads on the roadbed, and put in place, or 
scratched in place by two men with a forked shovel with a rope on it. The one 
pushes the tines into piles of rock and the one on the rope pulls it in place. Once in 
place they run a roller over it, then put black top over it. But the thousands of man- 
hours to do a piece of road are unbelievable. Today we sent a telegram to Kathy and 
Nathan suggesting they pull all stops; our blessings are with them. 

Yes, we have been here almost 2V2 months and time is starting to pass fast. First 
thing we know we will be home. That is good and bad; good to be with loved ones 
and bad, because our money source will dry up. That's the same with age. You are 
sad because your youth dries up but glad you have acquired a little wisdom along the 
way. 

We had our boss in our home and the staff from Lahore with him for a few 
short hours. It seemed good to talk to someone without having to strain every 
faculty to understand what they are saying. I attended a meeting with Harza staff and 
Peshawar Wapda leaders for a quarterly report and things don't look too good. The 
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project I am working on is politically in jeopardy and we are anxious to see what the 
next couple of weeks will bring. 

I'm meeting with the Secretary of Agriculture in the next two days and will 
review accomplishments to this point and outline my program to him for his 
consideration and approval. We have been keeping quite close to the news since we 
have come and it appears that the president is steadily building a military state of 
mind in the people of Pakistan. There is no doubt for the need of readiness with 
what is going on around us. But Ilene and I sit here unconcerned. 

Wednesday, October 29, 1980. [Ilene] 

Another school day. Went shopping after some final things for our dinner 
tomorrow night. I'm so glad I've found the place to get cream and butter. One gal 
today told me that if I'd look long enough here, I could find anything I wanted. I 
know I don't have that much living time left! I just absolutely cannot find any carrots 
for my salad. When something is not in season here, you can't buy it, so I will just 
have to have a different salad. I just hope the young (?) chickens Quasim got for me 
are YOUNG and not old and tough. I'm going to bake them. Chicken is a delicacy 
here. They are expensive and when you have someone to dinner, you give them 
chicken. They are different here. There in the States they are fat and big, but here a 
young hen is little and skinny. Oh well. 

Thursday, October 30, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, the dinner wasn't QUITE like I planned. The chicken was good (I fixed 
that) but I made a white cake and a lovely lemon filling for it. The cake was terrible. 
Found out that their flour here is for bread, not cakes. Quasim was supposed to put 
the filling over the piece of cake and then put whip cream on it. Well, he put such a 
LITTLE bit of filling on the cake you couldn't see it, and barely taste it, and then 
didn't whip the cream, just slapped some on top. It was horrible. Instead of putting 
the food in serving dishes (which I already had out for him), and putting them on the 
table, he brought one thing at a time (in the pans they were cooked in!) and went 
around the table to each one. I was upset, to say the least, but, of course, said 
nothing to embarrass him. 

He had worked for years for American families and said he knew how to cook 
American food and serve it. Well, we're having some more friends in next Thursday 
and I will be sure that he is instructed well! He also put the salad on its dish instead 
of on the little plates. Oh well. I guess it was my fault for not giving explicit 
instructions, but he gets so indignant when I try to show or tell him something. But 
indignant or not, I will instruct! 

We have had two or three days of chilly weather, rain and all. Sure wish our 
shipment of warm clothing would arrive soon! 
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Friday, October 31, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. It's sunny and warmer today. When the sun doesn't 
shine, it's chilly! But days that the sun is out are very lovely still. We are keeping up 
with our lessons, all of them, and some scriptural memory work. It was cool enough 
today that Arch put on a dress sport coat and tie with his nice trousers and white 
shirt. It seemed good for a change. It's amazing how little we go anywhere. If it 
weren't for work and school we'd go practically nowhere. We'll be such homebodies 
that you won't know us when we get home (either that or we'll be so glad to be able 
to go somewhere that we'll become gadabouts.) 

We really get a lot out of our Church lessons. We can stop and discuss any point 
we want, when we want. We were up on the veranda sunning ourselves after our 
meeting and a little girl came by with some eggs in her bucket. She looked up and 
pointed to the eggs, so I came down and bought a couple of dozen. I know we're not 
supposed to merchandize on the Sabbath, but she needs the money and I was sure 
the Lord would understand. 

Friday, October 31, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath and Halloween evening is here. I don't think people here know 
anything about either and I would be glad for trick or treaters if they would love the 
one and only true and living God. As we learn more about their tie into early 
religion, they take off from Abraham. They honor Abraham for his great willingness 
to sacrifice even his own son, Isaac, if the Lord so commanded it. Then they follow 
down through Isaac and Jacob to Manasseh, because they have a Manassiac Order. 
From there we haven't been able to determine what happened but the way got 
perverted and to this point in time there is a great gulf across which it is hard to 
bridge. These people seem to be sincere and could be good or devout members if 
they could break from the traditions of their fathers. But we are to allow all men the 
right to worship how, where, or what they may. But it is difficult to see them not 
have the blessings that are promised the true followers of Jesus. 

Sabbath day is our day to ponder about home, our loved ones, and our faith, and 
it is a day of rejoicing for us. It is a day of prayer, a day of study, and a day to renew 
our covenants with the Father. All this prepares us for the six days ahead. It seems 
like we are adjusting to our circumstance and will enjoy it as we get to know the 
language, which is coming awfully slow. 

Saturday, November 1, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, another month is gone. And it is getting pretty chilly here. Our one heater 
in the family room is not quite sufficient especially sincethere is an OPEN stairway to 
the veranda (if you can believe it). Can you imagine building a house that is 
completely open? We are goingto have to buy a large tarp to hang there to hold 
some of the cold out. 

The dogs around here are something else. You can see them sleeping alongside 
the road all day and then when night comes, they start to bark and howllllllll and they 
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keepit up ALL night. I am so glad I have my ear plugs. Daddy even wears his 
sometimes. 

Saturday, November 1, 1980 [Arch] 

Today is wet and miserable and with it cooler temperatures. But it still is quite 
tolerable during the day. The design of this house is something else; we have a 
perfect wind tunnel to siphon off the heat and force the cold air in. We are debating 
how to close it up. Because the outside temperature is dominant over our heaters, we 
are sitting here in our sweaters and coats. 

Today I met with the Secretary of Agriculture and had my monthly review, 
which I think pleased him very much, and me too. The Lord really blesses us beyond 
our abilities. From our discussion he felt that we were going to get approval of our 
projects plus another specialist to help with the work. This we are looking forward to 
as well as the Harza office being moved to Peshawar in January. 

Sunday, November 2, 1980 [Ilene] 

Woke up with a pain between my shoulder blades — a touch of pleurisy, I think. 
By this evening it was pretty bad. I wrote a note to Arch (via his driver who brought 
a stove repairman here this morning) to get me a hot water bottle. When he got 
home about 2:30 with one, he said he had gone to seven Medico stores (drug stores) 
and finally found one. I'm applying heat and taking aspirin, but it's worse tonight. 
The repairman came to fix one of our gas heaters. He worked about an hour or so 
and fixed it and only charged 20 rupees ($2.00). It's a funny thing. Labor is cheap 
here, but foodstuffs high. I believe they are inflated worse than we are. 

Monday, November 3, 1980 [Ilene] 

I've really had a night and day of it. Last night the pain got so bad that I had 
Arch give me an anointing and blessing and it subsided enough that if I lay VERY 
STILL I could sleep and rest. But, boy, when I moved! Then I was nauseated a 
while during the night. Well, this morning Arch took his driver and they went to find 
me a doctor. In about a half hour he came back and said he'd found a doctor not far 
away: a surgeon, but he asked me to come to the hospital so he could take x-rays and 
blood tests. At first I wasn't going to go. I'd read so much about the care received in 
the hospitals here and by some of their doctors; people asking the Ministry of Health 
to do something about the negligence. 

Well, I was so sick and in so much pain, I decided that the Lord wanted me to 
go or else he would have healed me after the blessing. And then I said to myself, 
"Oh, ye of little faith. Don't you think the Lord could send a host of angels dressed 
in white, with swabs of alcohol and spray cans of disinfectant to care for you?" So I 
went. 

Well, it was as bad or worse than I expected. Now, mind you, this was the 
University Hospital where the medical students practice from the University across 
the street. Well, it was so dirty! As we drove up the lane there were sheets, pink, 
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grey, pink-grey, all hanging on the FENCE as well as the "sterile hospital gowns" for 
patients and doctors with birds resting on all! 

The walls inside were so dirty, the floor the same way. The bed they had me sit 
on was dirty, but the doctor was, we found out, the best in the country. One doctor 
told Arch he didn't know how we happened to get him but he was the lead surgeon 
and the head professor at the University of Medicine. He was dressed in western 
dress (a suit). Very neat and clean, very good English, and very thorough and polite. 

Decided I had sprained a muscle in thechest and then caught cold in it. He had 
them take an x-ray of my lungs and a sample of blood. That was something else. I 
went in this big lab. Two men were in it. They put some things in the sterilizer but 
discovered the cord was in need of repair so they took the time to repair the cord, 
then didn't even wash their hands, but started getting things ready. One discovered 
he didn't have any alcohol, so he went to the store room and came back with a big 
yellow plastic bottle; turned it upside down and pounded on it to get a few drops of 
alcohol. Meanwhile, there was a fellow mopping the floor with his shalwar (pants) 
pulled up halfway between his knees and ankles, flipping this big dirty mop around. 
Arch got a start out of me when he said, "See that fellow. Well, he's the head 
surgeon here!" Quasim, after watching the slopping of the mop back and forth, said, 
"In Pakistan nobody's the boss." 

I had plenty of company: Arch's driver, Maqbool, Quasim the cook, and the 
chowkidar at the office followed me around and saw to it that I was taken care of. 
They didn't even have a wheelchair. I had to walk everywhere I went. I had to have 
the x-rays taken twice. Don't know what happened the first time, but Maqbool came 
in and said after the blood test that I had to go back and take another x-ray. By the 
time I got home, I was exhausted. Anyway, you have to bring your own x-rays and 
chart home. Then Arch had to take them back when he had a conference with the 
doctor a couple of hours later; very different. I am feeling some better tonight. Slept 
most of the day. The doc gave me some pills for the infection in the muscles. 

Tuesday, November 4, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had a pretty good night. Slept most of the day again. The pain is very much 
relieved. So glad we know a good doctor now. If this illness did nothing else, we 
found a good doctor, the best around. I'm sure he was trained in the United States. 
Quasim is taking such good care of me. Nazir, too. So concerned. Who could ask 
for more? Hope I sleep well tonight after sleeping so much today. 

Tuesday, November 4, 1980 [Arch] 

It is just 5:00 a.m. in the United States and we here in Pakistan are awaiting the 
outcome of the election. We know that the Lord is guiding the destiny of America 
and will bring about righteous purposes but as yet we don't know which candidate 
can bring this about best. We have our druthers but will support whoever gets 
elected. 



Wednesday, November 5, 1980 [Ilene] 



56 



The past two days have been difficult for Mom, as she has been suffering from a 
cold, which has settled in her back and chest muscles and has been very painful. So 
bad two nights ago she could hardly stand it. Yesterday morning we took her to the 
emergency room for treatment. I went hunting a doctor before the clinic opened and 
found one and later found he was the head man (surgeon) in the Medical University 
and visiting directing doctor at the Peshawar hospital. Believe he is a good doctor 
but wouldn't want to be hospitalized here. 

I went to Mardan today and visited farmers talking about sugar beets and trying 
to convince them to change their ways. But what was good for their ancestors is 
good enough for them. Well, I don't agree, but so what. 

Wednesday, November 5, 1980 [Ilene] 

Feeling much stronger and better today. Got a letter from Deniece and Susan 
today. I am so grateful to all of you for writing. Like you, I really need the lift 
most of the time. 

Well, we had another different experience. We were suppose to go in the first of 
November to get our police registration permit to be in the country renewed. I had 
been ill, but I was feeling strong enough today to get it done. I had a general idea 
where it was and a map, but Maqbool doesn't understand much English. Well, he got 
us close to the vicinity and made the mistake of asking an officer where it was. He 
asked two or three others and sent us off on a goose chase to the old city market, 
right in the middle of it. 

What chaos! Donkeys, horses, buggies, water buffaloes, jitneys, cars, busses, 
trucks, children, chickens, goats, etc. all on a road about the width of a narrow two 
lane road. And I mean everybody going every which way. Horns honking, animals 
braying, children hollering, vendors yelling, and us trying to find our way to an office 
on the other side, back a half block or so. We finally made it and then couldn't find 
the office. They sent us one place and then sent us another. Then a few of the peons 
by our car were instructing Maqbool where to go. 

Well, we headed back where we were before, got in the car, and it wouldn't start. 
No problem. A few dozen fellows pushed us out into the zoo again. Went back to 
the first place and they sent us to three different offices until we finally found one 
that knew where we were supposed to be and he guided us on foot through two or 
three gates. AH told, about a block and a half to the place! If Maqbool had just not 
asked the first fellow but kept following the map and looking the first time, we'd have 
found it. And I thought these people are so willing to help, but they can really louse 
you up! And I got out of my sick bed for this! Well, we got it taken care of anyway 
and I don't feel any the worse for the experience, so what's the big deal! 

The days are lovely now, warm, but the nights chilly. We've got to get us 
something to hang over that "stairway to heaven." Well, today was also a red letter 
day for Daddy; he got his program approved. The money has been leased and 
they've given him the "ball" and now he has to carry it and make the program work. 
He's really excited! I'm glad for him. I try to not think of Christmas. However, we 
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have some plans to fix up a box or two of gifts for a couple of families here that 
could use a little cheer in their life. That will help us, I know, have a FUN 
CHRISTMAS, which we are going to have whether we want to or not! 

Wednesday, November 5, 1980 [Arch] 

The real thrill came today when the Director told me the money for the program 
was released and that I had authorization to initiate the extension program I have 
been proposing. The Director of Agriculture said, "Well, it's all yours now. Let's see 
what you can do with it." So I found out today I am the extension expert in the 
Northwest Frontier Province. I was hired to be a sugar beet consultant and now I'm 
running the whole extension show. Well, I can't say I haven't had a chance. God 
willing, something good will come out of this yet. 

Today, we had to reregister with the local police securing authorization to remain 
in Pakistan for another 18 months. We tried to tell Maqbool where the place was and 
when we didn't find it right off he asked some people standing around and each 
thought it was a difference place. So we went for a merry goose chase into the old 
city bazaar, down dark alleys in little dingy rooms only to hear, "Why bring them 
here? I can't help them." And so on to the second, third, and fourth alternative until 
we finally wound up about two blocks from where we began and found the right 
office. 

People here are too kind. When you ask someone a question, before he can 
answer, there is a group of 8-10 congregated around you all wanting to help, each 
having a different answer. Then with all the traffic in the old city bazaar, our car 
wouldn't start and we had to push it amidst all those cars, trucks, rickshaws, buggies, 
and wagons. Well, words can't express the traffic. We survived. Thanks to our 
guardian angels we arrived home safe and sound. 

Last night we had two visitors, a Mr. Allen Wray and Mr. Icrom, who is on the 
President's agriculture counsel (three men make up this council) and he is really a go- 
getter. We got talking business and we are both pushing for the same thing. Thank 
goodness, for he is influential and can do some leg work or kill your program. But he 
was thrilled that my views were the same as his. I met two other families and have 
been asked to bring Ilene to get acquainted. Mom is improving. I wonder who our 
President is. Over here the Iranians say, "Kill the Iraqis and Carter." But I believe 
they are prejudiced or radical. 

Thursday, November 6, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another beautiful day, warm and nice. Arch and I have taken to living in our 
large bedroom. We have two nice easy chairs in there, a good heater, a dressing 
room and bath, and in the evenings when it's chilly, rather than try to heat that big 
cold family room, we adjourn to the bedroom and study and converse and are very 
comfy and cozy. We are learning a lot of scriptures, meditating, and studying 
different principles and studying Urdu. Our evenings are well spent. 
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He gets home from work about 2 p.m. On my school days we get home about 3 
p.m. Quasim has dinner ready so we eat about three, then retire to our room and 
spend the rest of the time in study. Sometimes we have things to do, like fix a curtain 
or do a wash, but generally I do handwork while we study and he works awhile on his 
reports and such. But, it's nice. 

I am much better today, but still not well. Still have that pain (much reduced 
however) in my back chest area. I am still taking medicine. Arch called on the doctor 
to pay him and he said there was no charge; that we needed help and he was there to 
help. Arch told him that he appreciated it but we were able to pay and insisted, so he 
said he would bill us. That was very good of him. These are basically good people. 
Oh, how I wish we could find a way to bring the gospel to them. Patience, patience. 
We are going to retire late tonight. It will probably be all of 9:30 when we get there. 
Shame! 

Friday, November 7, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath and what a spiritual experience we have had. We started about 
8:15 a.m. and finished at 11:30. Reviewed all our lessons, discussed, and then had a 
fast and testimony meeting. We had the sacrament again and then both bore 
testimonies. The Spirit was very strong. Oh, how we love the Lord and how grateful 
we are to Him for the gospel. How grateful we are for all of you, our family. Life is 
good. I have made a special cloth for the sacrament and bought two special little 
glasses. I have grown to really appreciate the sacrament and the privilege of 
partaking of it. 

We had some friends call to see us for awhile this evening. It was nice of them. 
However, our living room is chilly so we are looking forward to our surface shipment 
which contains two good portable heaters that we can find good use for here. We 
wrote seven letters again today. We figured up and we write about thirty a month so 
we should get one every day. Dreamer! But, we are doing pretty good. 

Friday, November 7, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath. It is 12 minutes to 12 noon and our meetings are over which has 
taken 3V2 hours. We truly study the lessons outlined. Thank goodness we got all the 
manuals for 1980-81 and brought them with us. We have enjoyed them immensely. 
Today we dedicated our fast to the blessing of Deniece that those attending her will 
be able to find the problem and bring about proper treatment and a restoration of 
her health and strength. At our fast and testimony meeting it was expressed that 
there was a void in our lives for our children and their little ones but that we have 
experienced a closeness with the natives, which is most satisfying. I have felt that the 
Lord chooses that both Ilene and I have wide exposure to these good people and is 
allowing this to happen. If I get this program going like I want, I could, through my 
organization, influence about Vi million people through the program. I think this is 
an honorable endeavor. 

Yesterday, as we drove down the street, we came upon 200 students armed with 
sticks, clubs and bricks. I don't know their objective but coming towards them was a 
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group of military police armed with guns with bayonets fixed. I would like to have 
seen what happened but that was no place for a foreigner so I didn't wait. Two days 
before, a group of high school students took their wrath out on a circus and burned it 
completely to the ground. What a mess. Uncontrolled mob action is like floodwaters 
out of control or a pack of dogs on a cold winter night. Good judgment is overruled 
by mass hysteria that knows no bounds. 

This same day I saw a little girl about ten years old with a jewel in her nose 
leading 6-8 camels in a train down the road, laden with burden. It struck me that so 
petite a little girl could have so great power over energy under control. I also saw 
how little girls get on the backs of these big water buffalo. This gal, 8-10 years old, 
took a little stick and tapped one of these big beasts on the top of the head until it 
put its head on the ground. Then she stepped on its horn and the animal raised its 
head, sliding the little girl to its back. Both seemed to know what the other was 
doing. 

Saturday, November 8, 1980 [Ilene] 

Still a little under the weather. The pain is almost gone, but Arch felt it best not 
to go to school yet. Rested a lot today and finished some embroidery work I had 
started. Got to find some other handwork now. I have to keep busy. Boy, these 
days are really lovely and warm and nice. But this house stays cold nearly all day. If 
we go up to the veranda it's really warm and nice. But I can't stay up there all day. 
The flies are really getting sticky now and with an open stairway to the veranda, guess 
what I spend a big share of my time doing? That's right; swatting flies. 

Sunday Nov. 9, 1980 [Ilene] 

I had a bad night last night. I've stopped taking my medicine. The pain is gone 
now and the medicine has started to upset my stomach. Hope I feel good enough to 
go to school tomorrow. Arch went to work this morning and then came home. It 
was another holiday and nobody had told him. So before he released the driver we 
went to town to buy me a warm sweater to wear in the house to keep from catching 
cold. The days are really warm and lovely, but none of it can get into this house for 
some reason. It stays cold all day. Then we went to the post office and got a nice 
letter from Kathy with news about the proposed reception center. It sounded good. 
Sure hope it works. We certainly appreciate their efforts, however. Sure hope I can 
go back to school tomorrow. 

Monday, November 10, 1980 [Ilene] 

Woke up this morning with a little pain again in my shoulder blades so started 
on my medication again. Arch said he felt I better stay home until I am completely 
well. So I sat around the house (mostly in the WARM bedroom) and fiddled around 
with a little sewing and such. It will certainly be nice when I can go back home and 
busy myself again with something useful. I don't see how people can live and do 
nothing. 
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Quasim bought two more chickens and got them ready for our dinner Thursday 
night. We're having our good neighbors, NuRul, and wife, Nazaket, and four big 
sons, 17, 18, 19, 21, and daughter, 10, over for dinner. Should be fun. 

Arch had to go to Mardan today and also tomorrow. We may have to move 
there if he is going to have to spend too many days a week there. Don't know 
whether I would like that or not (probably not). 

Monday, November 10, 1980 [Arch] 

Went to Mardan today to check on beet fields and found leaf hoppers present 
and some plant which appeared to have virus damage as leaves showed vein clearing, 
curling of leaves, enlarged veins, and leathery leaves. I also found a few which 
showed symptoms of mosaic. Other problem encountered was fields badly damaged 
by mole crickets. The small plants being cut off two to three inches below the 
surface were putting out another set of roots and will survive, but those cut off just 
below the crown were dead making the field look real ragged. 

The third problem encountered was over irrigation and beets suffering for lack 
of air in the soil. Some root rot was beginning to show because of the length of time 
being waterlogged. The general outlook is for a good crop but the late planted beets 
will never catch up to the late September planted beets. 

Sugar cane harvest has started and mills are in process. Gur processing is also in 
full swing. I met with the people in the Path and Physiology Department at Tarnab 
but was unable to cast any light upon the virus problem. Visited Swabi to see what 
kind of agriculture we would be facing there which is different from Mardan and 
Charsadda. Swabi has more alkali to contend with. 

Tuesday, November 11, 1980 [Ilene] 

Today I was doing busy work. I took pieces of scrap material and made hot pad 
mitts. Of course, I had to do it all by hand, so it took me all day. I plan to go back to 
school tomorrow. I just don't care for busy work. I feel better every day. I didn't 
realize I felt so bad until I started feeling so much better. Arch had to go to Mardan 
again today. I'm glad he doesn't have to do the driving but I hate to have him on 
these highways so much. It's just too dangerous. 

My Urdu is coming slow, but I am learning a little each day. But, a lot of people 
have a hard time understanding me when I do say a word. Sort of like the Spanish 
speaking English the first time. 

Wednesday, November 12, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday, Susan! The 35 th . Wow, you are getting old! (and what does that 
make me?) We got word today that our surface shipment is in Karachi, so we should 
have it in about two weeks. Great! I went back to school today and really enjoyed it 
again. It was good to get out of the house and go somewhere. I also bought me some 
long underwear and cotton knee socks to keep me warm and another good warm 
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pullover to wear with my slacks. It's not that cold, but the houses are not heated at 
all well and it's a wet cold. 

We finally got to Bara, THE SHOPPING PLACE. It's about nine miles from 
here, out past the villages into the tribal area. We went with our good neighbors and 
it's a good thing we did. When we got to the gateway, they stopped us and wouldn't 
let us in. A big sign said that no foreigners were allowed beyond that point. NuRul 
got out and talked with the head man. He knew him very well and got SPECIAL 
PERMISSION for us to enter. However, only with a GUNMAN to protect us: a 
man with a rifle and a gun belt with ammunition. And he went with us everywhere so 
we wouldn't get hurt. 

Evidently the tribal people have no law and they could do anything they wanted 
to us and the law couldn't touch them. So they just don't allow foreigners in there 
without protection. If I had known that, I wouldn't have even tried to go. But we 
had gone too far then after NuRul had gone to all the trouble of getting us in to back 
out. But, believe me, we didn't stay long, and then left. I felt very uneasy all the 
time and was very glad to leave in one piece. I'll do my shopping in the markets here 
in town from now on, thank you. I have been told that the tribal people are very hot 
tempered and always carry guns and knives with them. 

Wednesday, November 12, 1980 [Arch] 

Yesterday I traveled to the Swabi Area and while studying an identification of a 
beet disease a group of some two hundred 14-16 year old school boys all gathered 
around the car where I was standing. Upon seeing their interest I started telling them 
that sick beets couldn't talk but they make signs which can be identified and one 
needs to look for these signs which tell what is wrong. Like boys, we have to give 
them something to cure what ails them. I continued talking to them through a 
translator for several minutes. They wanted to know where I lived and I told them a 
little. Then we had to leave and I said goodbye and that whole bunch gave me a 
rousing cheer. To say the least, it was quite a thrill. They wanted to shake hands and 
just get close to me. What a hunger for wanting to be recognized. 

Today I met with my co-worker and we talked about our extension project that 
together we administer. Sometimes I catch myself dreaming what this program can 
do for these people and to think I am here at the outset and can leave my impression 
on the program. Today I had the opportunity of honoring two men being released 
from the Peshawar Agricultural Training Institute. This was a get-rid-of party put on 
by the Director and the University Staff, and at that meeting I was the only one that 
didn't drink tea and it gave me an opportunity to tell them about Mormons. 

Tonight with our neighbors we went to the Bara market. It is a tribal black 
market shopping center and because Ilene and I were in the car they weren't going to 
let us into the area. But our friends and driver prevailed upon them and finally they 
allowed us to go to the market; but they wouldn't let us go without an armed guard 
going with us for our protection. They say it is very dangerous because there is no 
law there except for the tribal rule. Federal and provincial police dare not enter. 
While we were there a young man almost got lynched for stealing a jacket. All the 
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time we were there we could feel a very uneasy element and we were glad to leave. It 
was worth seeing, but only once. 

Tonight we were going to have some California visitors, but I guess they got lost. 
They are 2Vz hours late. Maybe tomorrow night they will come. 

Thursday, November 13, 1980 [Ilene] 

We had an unusual experience tonight. We invited our good friends and neigh- 
bors, NuRul and Nazaket Querschi and family over for dinner. They have four big 
sons; one is a school teacher, one in medical school, one in designing engineering 
school, a son, 17, in military school, and a daughter 10 years old. I planned and had 
Quasim cook an all- American dinner: baked chicken (a delicacy here), scalloped 
potatoes, French style green beans, garlic bread, lemon jello salad with pineapple 
($3.00 a can), apples and nuts, then a lemon pudding with cream for dessert. 

I had told them it would be an American dinner. Well, when we went to their 
house they gave us a Pakistanian dinner, but served it with utensils. I noticed that she, 
the mother, and her sister, ate with their japaddies, thin bread-like tortilla only made 
with whole wheat flour, unleavened. They break off a piece and mash and squeeze 
their food together with it and eat that way, using it like a spoon sort of. 

Well, I had no idea that they didn't know how to eat with a spoon, knife, and 
fork. We sat down and I noticed that these big boys only took chicken and a tiny bit 
of potatoes and beans. Their father said, "I told them not to worry, that if they 
couldn't handle the utensils to just use their hands," and that's what they did. Of 
course, the chicken was all right to eat with their fingers, but they tried to use the 
garlic bread like a jappady and they ended up eating most of it with their hands; 
potatoes, beans, etc. 

I was so embarrassed and felt so bad to think I didn't have Quasim prepare 
jappadies, but I had no idea that they didn't know how to use utensils. The father 
used his, but the mother, who claims to be educated, used her fingers. One or two of 
the boys struggled with the utensils and then, of course, when the dessert came, 
pudding and cream, they did manage to eat some of it with their spoon. I was so glad 
I hadn't put salad forks on, too, besides the regular ones. However, I picked up my 
chicken and wiped my plate with my bread and did everything I could with my 
fingers to make them feel better. 

We had his brother and wife and children (who is our landlord) over just two 
weeks ago and his children had perfect manners and use of the utensils but he and his 
family had lived in the United States for five years two years ago, and he was 
determined that his children were going to learn things that would put them at ease in 
the world. In fact, he has just left for the States again to try to find a job and take his 
family back. Since leaving America he just can't stand the backward ways of his 
people here. 

NuRul has his Bachelor's degree in Agriculture and as I said, all his boys are 
being educated, but they don't seem to realize they must learn other things to go out 
into the world and associate with other cultures. Most other countries use utensils 
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and most all their own people here of higher class do. Never-the-less, to say the 
least, I felt bad to have put them in that situation. Next time I invite anyone to 
dinner here I will make sure we have jappadies on the menu. 

Friday, November 14, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath and a very spiritual one again. Our days are special. We've had 
about four hours of study and meditation and, of course, the sacrament, which is 
always special. We are gaining so much with just the two of us to study together and 
discuss these lessons. We received word that our sea shipment should be here in a 
few days. Glory be! It will be fun to get some more things. Can't even remember 
now what is in it. Plenty though. The Lord has really blessed me. Though I get 
lonesome for my family and Church, he has and is filling in the void somehow that I 
can still feel happiness and joy in what I am doing here. I am getting so acquainted 
with the scriptures and enjoying them so much. 

Friday, November 14, 1980 [Arch] 

We have held meetings for four hours today and a sweet spirit was there. Our 
Sabbath builds us up to carry on for another week. We try to study together for at 
least an hour a day to keep us in the way of our duty. Today as we read the material 
for next Friday, we could weep with Enoch, his having seen the generations of the 
earth and those destroyed before the flood. 

We too can feel sadness because of the devil perverting the ways of these people 
and they are walking in darkness pertaining to the ways of God. Our Sabbath is a 
great source of strength to us and we enjoy it. But the other six days we labor and 
there is little time for anything else. Even if we did have mischievous ideas we could 
do little about it except go for a walk for we are without wheels or telephone. So our 
love has been a great source of enjoyment to us. It is surely good that we are the best 
of friends. We have no quarrels nor do we have strife in the home. And this 
influence emanates from our home and people enjoy being with us. It is being 
spread about the land that there are non-tea drinkers in the land. 

Last night we entertained our neighbors and his family of four boys and one girl. 
Mom had supervised a lovely American meal of which we were proud, but it fell flat 
for a few minutes because we didn't have any jappadies to eat with and none of the 
family knew how to use knives or forks (if they did, they didn't use them). The 
things which we served were difficult to eat without hardware, but they found that 
bread could be used like a jappady and got over their timidity of eating with their 
fingers and really enjoyed the meal from then on. Mom and I couldn't help comment 
that although they are an educated family as Pakistanians go, they had not been 
taught some of the culture which is essential to fit in with the world outside of 
Pakistan. 

The other day Ilene and I were figuring out about how many grapes we have 
eaten since we moved to Peshawar and it amounted to 40-45 pounds. They have 
been so good we have almost foundered on them. We have had to give up the habit, 
as they were getting too expensive. 
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We received notice yesterday that our surface shipment has arrived from USA 
and is lying in customs in Karachi. We are looking forward to its arrival as a five- 
year-old looks forward to Christmas. We will have it in about two to three weeks. 
The weather is cooling off in the evenings but the days are still nice. The offices have 
no heat so I'm sure looking for more winter clothing to arrive so I can keep warm. 

Saturday, November 15, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went to my school again today and came home ill. We've decided part of it is 
nerves. I'm staying too long. Also, we're checking on Quasim and making sure he's 
washing the dishes properly and rinsing them with scalding water. He's generally very 
clean but sometimes they get a little careless thinking that it's not that important. I 
was nauseated and had pains in the stomach. Hope I feel better soon. 

Sunday, November 16, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Chelsea— six years old. I think of you and Tiffany whenever I'm 
with my little ones in school; just your age. I'm feeling much better today. Rested 
well last night and slept a good three hours this morning. We're anxiously waiting for 
our sea shipment. Then I can wash with a washer again. Funny I didn't think I'd ever 
be excited about washing with a wringer type washer again, but the Lord has His 
ways of making us grateful. Washing by hand for three months has done that all 
right. 

Daddy is still very excited about his work. Things are moving right along. We 
both wear regularly: long drawers, heavy socks and seaters, in and out, mostly in. The 
days are really warm and lovely. If some of that heat could only get in the house! 

Monday, November 17, 1980 [Ilene] 

It's been a long day today. Made more Christmas cards, washed, folded clothes, 
wandered around. Got some exercise on the veranda. Arch didn't get home until 
4:30. 

The young doctor next door came over to see how I was getting along. He's a 
very nice, concerned person. Thinks my stomach trouble and back could very easily 
be nerves caused by loneliness. I hope not. I'm trying very hard to combat it. I 
certainly don't want to get ulcers. However, before I got sick the other day I watched 
some disciplining in school to my little ones that was too harsh and I could tell it 
bothered me a lot. It could very easily have been the cause of my stomach cramps 
and nausea. I'm not going to school for a few days and rest. 

Tomorrow and the next day are two more Muslim holidays. Brother, they have 
more holidays here over nothing. That means stay at home; driver takes holiday. 

Monday, November 17, 1980 [Arch] 

A few interesting things have happened in the past couple of days which should 
be remembered for laughs sometime in the future. I was going down the road to 
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Nowshera and here came one of the great big water buffalo towards us. I knew there 
was something different about it and when we got up alongside his master had taken 
a big comforter quilt and wrapped around his middle and then put ropes around his 
chest and flanks to hold it in place. These comforters are fluffy quilts and this one 
was red and white and it really was becoming on the ugly black background but I 
thought I could see a love in the eyes of that cow for her master. I can just imagine 
how jealous the other critters must have been when she was so clothed. Yes. 

Yesterday I went to see a single row beet drill tested and had occasion to tell or 
compare some of the principles of the gospel with Islam beliefs. In many ways they 
parallel each other, but my memorization made it possible to quote the Articles of 
Faith and discuss them. I was quite proud of myself until I thought about the 12- 
year-olds who have mastered them, too. But they came in handy and gave a launch 
from which to take off. We continue to study and memorize so someday we will be 
able to draw from our mental library. Today is a holiday for our Muslim friends and 
so will tomorrow. But, I'm studying in my home office to prepare a treatise for 
government consideration on starting a sugar beet seed industry in the Chitral area. 

Tuesday, November 18, 1980 [Ilene] 

I had a bad night last night; severe gas cramps again. I've started watching my 
diet closely today. Milk, more bland food, eating slower, less greasy foods, and 
drinking more vinegar and honey with hot water after meals. That really helps for 
some reason to settle the gas and decreases the pain. Also take my Gaviscon. 

Arch worked at home today. I worked up on the veranda where it was nice and 
warm, preparing some handwork again. We went for a nice brisk walk this evening. 
The days are lovely; a good 75 degrees. The nights get chilly, but I really believe if 
we ever get something to shut off that open staircase the house wouldn't get so cold 
at nights and it would be much easier to warm up during the day. We're getting real 
anxious about our shipment. Should be here before long. It will be fun to have our 
deep freeze and typewriter and sewing machine. My stomach is feeling a lot better 
tonight. Sure hope I sleep better. 

Wednesday, November 19, 1980 [Ilene] 

Still a holiday today. Arch worked here at home again. We swept the veranda 
again. This is a task in itself with the straw brooms and its vastness. The neighbor girl 
and her four cousins came over to visit with me a little while. They are surely cute 
children. Then after Quasim went home we popped corn. We let him off early to go 
home to his village at 2 p.m. where the men beat themselves with chains to either pay 
for their sins or drive evil away. I can't find out which. 

We had some of our new-found friends and neighbors come in to see us. He is 
a widower of one year, a well-to-do orchardist and farmer. Has a 15-year-old son 
and his brother that live next to him. They dress western and have travelled all over 
Europe and the U.S. He is lonely and offered to take us around town and show us 
where all the shops are with things in them that we haven't been able to find. Goody! 



Thursday, November 20, 1980 [Dene] 



66 



We are going Saturday at 3 p.m. My stomach has been much better the last couple of 
days. Thank goodness. 

Thursday, November 20, 1980 [Ilene] 

At last the holidays are over. I spent the day embroidering some towels and of 
course, did my wash. Arch went to Mardan today and didn't get home until after 4 
p.m. Then we had to go back to the market to get a few fruits and vegetables. 
Tomorrow is the Sabbath again. They sure come around fast. The evening was 
spent with our memory work again on Urdu and scriptures. When our shipment 
arrives we will have other Church books to read, but we have enjoyed the scriptures 
so much. We've decided not to worry about Thanksgiving this year. We'll just eat a 
regular meal as usual. Now for Christmas, that will be different. 

Thursday, November 20, 1980 [Arch] 

Went to Mardan and started our new program. While in the meeting we 
watched the changing of the guard. I mean the transferring authority from one office 
to another; but it was all done legal like. Met with the agricultural officers and 
reviewed some of the pertinent facts and that within two months we will be 
underway. On the way home I saw two black and white Brahmas pulling a wagon 
and they had the humps spray painted a bright orange. 

Friday, November 21, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another beautiful Sabbath. Our meetings are so special, and really the whole 
day. Somehow the Spirit keeps us company so that we don't miss meeting with the 
saints all that much. We do miss it, I don't mean that, but not with a terrible lonely 
feeling. 

I keep telling myself that "this too shall end." And I know it will, but if I look at 
it one day at a time, it doesn't seem like such a long time. I'm sure in the years to 
come, as I look back at this time, I will remember with a nostalgic feeling the special 
times we spent here alone, together, because we do truly enjoy our evenings and 
Sabbaths together; just the two of us. We are so grateful that our love has grown 
over the 37 years that we've been married and that this time together is very 
enjoyable to us. If it weren't for the complete absence of our family and contact with 
them (verbal) our joy would, of course, be more full. 

And then we do miss our Church work and association with our brothers and 
sisters in the gospel. But Arch is doing such a needful work here with these good 
people that it is vital for him to spend these few months out of our life here with 
them. The days are still warm; sunny 75 degrees. They say it should be chilly and 
rainy, but this has been a very dry fall; so dry they haven't been able to plant the 
winter wheat. We played the Promised Land game tonight after our family home 
evening lesson and Arch won. All I could do is keep going around in a circle— typical 
of my life of late. 
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Friday, November 21, 1980 [Arch] 

We have had another lovely Sabbath day. We have had all our lessons for the 
week and did our memory work and read most of the scripture for next week's 
Sunday school lesson. We really enjoy our Sabbath because we dress up as always 
and take our meetings seriously. I take a great deal of satisfaction in blessing and 
passing the sacrament during our sacrament meeting. Our little group is small but 
diligent. This day is also very special because we pause for a moment to reflect upon 
our family and our love for them. Then, almost as if they were here, we talk to them 
in a letter. We send out about six or seven letters each Friday and we feel very close 
to those we write. This evening we had the family home evening on honoring fathers 
and we talked about the things that brought me the most joy and I had no trouble in 
isolating the one most important thing ... its family. Having a loving wife and 
helpmeet and children with little ones and they are diligent in doing what they should. 
This is my glory, my joy, and my all. We have found our love also expanded here for 
there are many good honest people who need the gospel. We are trying to win their 
confidence. Time will help. 

Saturday, November 22, 1980 [Ilene] 

Arch received a phone call from Harold Creed inviting us to come to Lahore for 
Thanksgiving. I guess the group down there are going to a big swanky place for 
Thanksgiving dinner. But, we got all excited for nothing. We went to the airport to 
make reservations for Wednesday night and they were all filled up, so we stayed 
home. We sent a telegram to Harold to tell him. He will feel terrible as he was 
supposed to call us last week and tell us and forgot. Oh well, we'll just have our 
bread and milk. Arch will work and take an extra day at Christmas time. 
Thanksgiving is no fun without one's family. 

Sunday, November 23, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday, little Shawn. One year old! (Oh, how I'd love to give you a big 
hug and kiss, but it will have to be later.) The weather is still lovely and warm in the 
day. However, when the sun doesn't shine, it does get chilly. Tonight a friend came 
from Islamabad, Alan Wray, an extension worker from Australia. He has to come 
and work here every couple of weeks for a couple of days and Arch invited him to 
stay with us. A very nice chap; has a wife and two children. This is his fourth year 
here. He will be here tonight and tomorrow night. 

Monday, November 24, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went to the International Women's Club for the first time today. It was fun to 
dress up. Gypsy, a new friend, a lovely Danish girl about 30, married to a Pakistan- 
ian, Mohammed AH, a furniture man, a very fun type person. Their little girl, Sarie, is 
in the first grade class where I help. I haven't been there for awhile with this stomach 
trouble I've been having. Anyway, we stopped to pick up another American and she 
had a whole bunch of mail that the mailman had left, not knowing who we were. 
Bless her heart. It was our Ensign's and Era's and Church News. They have the 
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wrong address so we telegraphed Kathy immediately and asked her to call them and 
see that it was changed. She said another gal had taken some left at her house to the 
Consulate and another gal had taken it back to the post office (which we probably 
will never see again.) But, lucky, lucky, we got all three Era's and Ensign's 
(Sept./ Oct./Nov.) but only three Church News, so we may miss some of those. Do 
hope we haven't lost our December issues. We haven't picked it up at the Consulate 
yet. Anyway, it was nice at the meeting. It cost 12 rupees, ($1.20) and we had a little 
snack and a cute movie and I met some really interesting, fun people. It was nice for 
a change. 

Tuesday, November 25, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, we got the canvas up to the open stairway today. It's really made a home 
out of this house. No cold breeze blowing down into the house. Received word that 
they are having a time getting our shipment through customs, so we're still waiting 
for it. Some day. We bought a little inexpensive rug (6.9) for the living room and 
when our shipment comes we will have my large gold shag rug to put down so we're 
gradually getting settled. I'm really fighting this stomach bit, trying so hard to not feel 
loneliness and all. Praying for help and feel I am receiving it. The Lord is so good to 
us. Whenever I read about the New Bellevue Temple, my heart aches to be able to 
go, but I know it will just have to be at a later date. 

I went to the corner store (just an open tiny market) to buy some 7-Up and 
vegetables, and there was a bunch of little kids there so I bought about two dozen 
pieces of candy and gave them each a piece. Before I could get home they had gone 
and got all their little friends and brothers and sisters and brought them for a piece. I 
got home with about five or six pieces. They are so cute and poor. I'm sure they 
don't get much candy. Wish we could do more. 

Tuesday, November 25, 1980 [Arch] 

Went to the office and got a phone call from Creed and was invited to Lahore 
for Thanksgiving. We tried to secure passage on the plane and were unable to get a 
seat, so tried to telephone and couldn't; then sent a telegram asking for a rain check. 
I had my hopes built up for a good time and my air castles were smashed. I felt 
pretty bad about it but that is one more sacrifice for the cause because we weren't 
asked soon enough. 

Went to Mardan again and worked on organization and getting fixed in our 
minds how best to proceed. I have to be careful in what I suggest for my work has 
become law in the program. 

I was taken on a tour of the Charsadda area and visited little mud villages along 
the way. In one I walked down a narrow street and noticed women peaking through 
the gates. I knew my hair was long but I didn't think it was that bad. Anyway, I 
continued walking until I saw a little girl about 2 X A and a boy probably three who 
didn't know whether to cry, run, or what. I motioned to the little boy to come to me 
and hesitatingly he came part way and I held out a 50 paisa piece and he got up 
enough courage to come the rest of the way. As soon as the little girl saw that I 
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didn't bite, she wanted a coin too. I would have given anything for a picture of those 
cute little rag muffins. It was like Christmas morning to a 3-4 year old. On the way 
back to the car I decided I really had to get my hair cut. I was too conspicuous. It 
even feels better. 

Wednesday, November 26, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, I tried going to school again today for just a couple of hours and got along 
pretty good, but was really tired when I got home. Keep thinking about 
Thanksgiving tomorrow; something I shouldn't think about. It makes me 
homesick(er). Tonight I decided to bake some cookies, snicker doodles that Maurine 
makes; sugar cookies rolled in sugar and cinnamon. Well, I couldn't find her recipe 
so I used one of my sugar cookie ones, but didn't have any margarine so had to use 
"ghee"(cross between shortening and lard). Then, I didn't have any nutmeg so used 
cinnamon. The sugar here is so coarse that it didn't melt when they baked, but all in 
all, they tasted pretty good. And just as I was taking the first batch out the bell rang 
and here stood our new found friend (Danish), Gypsy, with her four little ones, come 
to see Mr. and Mrs. Richards. My how those little ones enjoyed those warm cookies 
(so did the big ones.) 

Thursday, November 27, 1980 [Ilene] 

Not much different than the rest of the days. Arch went to Mardan again. I 
rested. Had a bad night with my stomach, so I was tired. I'm trying to be so careful 
of what I eat. Afraid I have an ulcer. Did a wash as usual. Washed Arch's heavy, 
long drawers so he'll have all his pairs clean to go up north to Chitral Sunday. Its 
winter, I understand, up there. Our shipment is not here yet with our warm clothes, 
so we went to the Qissa Khawani Bazaar to the used clothes section and found him a 
nice, good, warm coat for 65 rupees ($ 6.50) so now I won't worry about him getting 
cold up there. 

Would sure like to get my typewriter and sewing machine here to have 
something to do during the day. Ho hum! Certainly glad my stomach feels better 
tonight. I've tried to be careful today. 

No date [Arch] 

Went to Mardan and visited the area south west of Swabi to the Fazleabas farm 
and visited with a farmer who has made many trips to the USA. Speaks excellent 
English and very interesting to talk to. We talked about farm problems. Had chicken 
curry and saw a wheat test plot and several beet fields and came home. 

No date [Arch] 

Worked on my report to the Secretary of Agriculture on developing a seed 
industry in the Chitral area. Went to the Bazaar in the old city and bought a second 
hand coat for the Chitral trip. It's a wool worsted coat of German origin and looks 
real nice - it cost me 65 RS. ($6.50). I think he saw me coming but I feel I will get 
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my money's worth by saving my good winter coat. Our surface shipment is still in 
Karachi customs yet and don't know when it will get here. It will be just like 
Christmas all over again, and just think I will have another suit to wear; that will 
average out to wearing each suit 17 times before leaving for home. The time is really 
getting away and I would like to see more progress made but we are probably going 
to have to breed a new generation and hang our hopes on them. 

Thursday, November 27, 1980 [Arch] 

Day is done, gone the sun, and the mosque caller is still in voice. We are 
fulfilling our priesthood assignment of keeping a diary of our life. Went to Mardan 
again and visited the home of Iftikar Khan. My heart went out to him and his lovely 
little family who are only financially able to afford the most meager of surroundings, 
yet his five children were well trained and so mannerly. I find you don't have to have 
money to have a good family and love and harmony in the home. Under the barest 
of circumstances their children are clean and the house is neat. As I think about it we 
have our heaven on earth with all the affluence around us, but theirs surely will come; 
probably reserved for them in heaven. I hope so. They are such good people. 
Things in my work are moving very slow but progress is being made. 

Friday, November 28, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Shauntel. Thirteen years old, a teen-ager! And a lovely one at 
that! It was our Sabbath again today and another special one. It seems so good these 
days to be alone without servants. And they are good ones, too, but I guess I will 
never get used to them. My stomach has been a little better today. Sure hope I am 
getting a handle on this thing. We had such a good three hour meeting this morning. 
And then for another couple of hours tonight we've had family home evening lesson, 
our scripture memory work, which we review every night, and then an hour of 
scripture reading in the Book of Mormon and New Testament. And, of course, we 
write our letters on the Sabbath. We're going to retire early, but then that's normal 
anymore. Would love to hear whether we have a reception center or not. 

Friday, November 28, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath. With just two of us to hold meetings you would question whether 
His Spirit would be there, but it is said, "Where two or more are gathered together in 
my name, there I will be also." I bear record that this is true for we have a rich 
outpouring of His Spirit to warm our hearts and enlighten our minds pertaining to 
the things of the Spirit. 

We read and pondered the Sunday School lesson which said that in the last days 
the earth would be restored to its original state before it was divided and we came to 
a realization that what we had read would surely come to pass. This would be a time 
of great mourning for the wicked and those who know not God, for great will be the 
calamities at that day. But, I pondered and concluded that if we continued to partake 
of the sacrament worthily and pursued a straight course leading to life eternal, we 
need not fear. This came as a great source of strength to us in a far off land. Blessed 
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be the name of God and my Redeemer. Our meetings are finished for today which 
have taken about five hours. It has been most enjoyable and interspersed we have 
written letters and thought about home and loved ones and are now ready for 
another week of work. 

Saturday, November 29, 1980 [Ilene] 

We spent the evening getting Arch's expense and car report ready and packed 
him to go to Chitral up north. He flies out at 7:00 in the morning. It's mountainous 
up there and cold. He's going up to see if it's suitable for growing sugar beets and 
seed. They say that sometimes this time of year its days before the plane can get back 
out. We just hope that won't be the case this time. I don't relish having him gone 
very long. Of course, I won't be alone because Quasim is here during the days and 
Nazir at night. My stomach, I do believe, is on the improve. See how it acts tonight. 

Sunday, November 30, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, Arch got up bright and early (5a.m.) and prepared to go to the airport. I 
said farewell to him for three days and waved good-bye to the plane as it took off (I 
was home, but the airport is behind us and we can hear and see the planes soar in the 
sky.) An hour later the bell rang and, lo and behold, there he was— luggage and all. 
Would you believe that the ticket agent made his reservation and ticket for yesterday, 
the 29th, instead of the 30th like he was told. Once again we failed to check and 
double check to make sure things were done right. So, all the little beets he dug and 
planned to plant up there for an experiment will have to be replanted somewhere 
here. Needless to say, Arch was "a little disturbed", but took it very well, considering. 
He's made another reservation for the 8th of December, Stephen Allan's birthday. 

He still hasn't received his new company car and they were ordered last February 
so Maqbool, the driver, has taken it to the car hospital again and is having it repaired. 
We're just hoping it holds together until the other arrives. Still no word about our 
shipment. It's been two weeks since we sent our passports to customs. 

Monday, December 1, 1980 [Ilene] 

I sat tonight and listened to the beautiful Christmas music on the tapes received 
today that Kafhy sent us that we had asked for. Tears of joy and loneliness streamed 
down my cheeks; joy for a Savior who loved me enough to die for me, and loneliness 
and joy for all my 34 children. Oh, how I love all of you and miss you. But my cup 
runneth over. I have you somewhere and someday in the great hereafter, if we all 
live worthy, we can live together; never to be separated. May God grant us that 
privilege. 

I am going to try to fill this month with plans to give someone else a merry 
Christmas; someone who needs it. I told Quasim today that I would have to let him 
go. After much prayer and thinking and taking advice from a doctor, we have 
decided I need to busy myself doing my own work and cooking. By not having 
anything to do, I am lonely and nervous and it's affecting my stomach and health 
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very seriously. So on the 10th he will leave and his son, Nazir, our night chowkidar 
and mali, will come days and be chowkidar, mali, and bearer (general, all around 
handyman). We'll have no one at nights because Arch feels like when he's here, it 
isn't necessary and I agree with him. After all, the chowkidar sleeps all night. Just the 
thought of getting to take care of my house and cook again thrills me. 

Arch has been sick today with diarrhea and cramps, but feels better tonight. We 
received our December Ensign and New Era today, thank goodness. They went to 
the same house the others did and she knew where to bring them. 

Monday, December 1, 1980 [Arch] 

I have a bellyache and the gas is running around in my stomach in great bubbles. 
My next trip to the bathroom could interrupt this epistle at any time, but here goes. 
Our freight shipment still lies in customs and will stay there until I get them our 
address, so today we began to survey our block for leads to an address. 

The bank said their number was A and the letter on the door verified their claim 
and next door was B, which rightly fit, but then the numbers started with one 
through eight stalls, but no clues to house numbers. So we went home to talk to our 
cook and as we stood ringing the gate bell, I found some black Urdu painted on the 
gatepost followed by the numbers 121. This was the first inkling we have had since 
moving here what our address was. I had heard that it was Circular Road and after 
my cook read the information, that clinched it; 121 Circular Road. 

With this welcome information I stood in line one hour and 15 minutes to place 
a call to our office in Lahore which is handling our shipment. Having my 
aforementioned problem I decided I must make a quick exit realizing we had to drive 
about five miles before arriving home and I was afraid of those two bumps in the 
road. Well, I sent the telegram and made my exit. Got home safely and was glad for 
the experience for we know where we live. 

I can't tell you how thrilled we were to get some tapes with Christmas songs. 
We have played them all and our batteries are still holding up. This is surely some 
kind of a miracle because we play our church songs every Sunday since our stuff 
arrived and each rendition takes 45 minutes but they will go dead on us the minute 
our surface shipment arrives. So be it. 

Tuesday, December 2, 1980 [Ilene] 

Made Christmas decorations last night. Took scrap paper, cut in strips, painted 
them red and green with water colors, and then made them into a chain of circles. All 
the while I had my new Christmas tapes playing. Yes, it was only December 1 st . I 
know that there are only lights in my shipment, so I've got to get other decorations 
somewhere. I don't know why I didn't bring my decorations. I went to Gypsy's this 
morning and tended her two smallest children. Her aye (nursemaid) was ill and 
Gypsy had to go out of town a few hours. They were good little ones. I stayed until 
the older ones got home from school at 2:00. Then the neighbors, NuRul and 
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Nazaket, went to town with us to do some shopping. It has been a nice day. Still 
lovely and warm day-wise and cold at nights. (All of 45 or 50 degrees. Terrible, eh?) 

Wednesday, December 3, 1980 [Ilene] 

I began going through my recipe file this morning, bringing it up to date, fixing 
cards for all the scraps of paper with recipes on, then sorting through and picking out 
those that I can use here. There are so many I can't use because I can't get the things 
here. No canned soups or pineapple, and canned fruit and vegetables of any kind are 
"out of this world". So I have to cook with fresh fruits and vegetables in season and 
that's a little hard for the first time. No tomatoes in cans or otherwise (otherwise are 
expensive right now. They are out of season.) Just go through your recipes and see 
how many have canned soups, tomatoes, juice, pineapple, brown sugar, white or dark 
syrup, etc. It's amazing! Anyway, I got it all done and sorted so I know just what I 
can cook. I cracked peanuts to have some ready for peanut brittle. 

Wednesday, December 3, 1980 [Arch] 

Held a full-fledged tehsil (intermediary levels of hierarchy) meeting for L.A.'s 
today and explained the new program to them. There was some grumbling but 
Bashir told them he would accept any and all resignations. So far none has been 
submitted. Every day brings a new thrill on the highway. Quick stops and being 
crowded on to the soft shoulder is common fare for a day's driving. I spent the day 
in meetings and all of it was given in Urdu, so I just sat and smiled. I guess they 
could have been talking about me, but I don't have a guilt complex and can back up 
my program, so I just as well smile. 

Thursday, December 4, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Stephani, our lovely 14 year old. What a precious, fun age! 
We're all dressed up tonight, going to our first party here in Peshawar. A Canadian 
couple who have been here for three years are having a farewell party for another 
couple that are leaving and they've invited us so that we can get acquainted with the 
expatriates in the city. Here we go again. No drink tea, coffee, liquor etc. But then, 
we feel we better go and circulate. I'm sure there will be some others there that don't 
drink liquor anyway. 

Today has been a long day. Received a telegram saying our shipment is on its 
way here by truck from Lahore. Glory be! I can't believe it. I'm sitting here listening 
to these lovely tapes. We so enjoy the one Deniece gave us before leaving. We just 
play it on the Sabbath so as not to wear it out. So it's good to have some different 
ones. Of course, I shed tears of loneliness whenever I hear them, but I'm trying. 

Friday, December 5, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another beautiful Sabbath; especially after the party last night. There were about 
60 or more people there; drinking, smoking, lovely buffet dinner and dancing. Well, 
we left just when the party was getting good and noisy, about 10:15. They were 
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surprised and said, "Why, we'll be here until 3:00 a.m." Great! Well, it was so good 
to come home to our sweet big home full of the Spirit of God. What a difference. 
But then Arch felt it was necessary to go and meet people and expose ourselves as 
Mormons so that if there is anyone there that would be interested in the Church, the 
Spirit could let us know. There was one we both felt would be a candidate. One out 
of 60. What kind of a percentage is that! So it was good today to enjoy the Spirit in 
our meetings. We are truly blessed with every needful thing. With all the 
earthquakes, wars, and etc. around us, we feel peaceful and secure. 

Saturday, December 6, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Lane. Eleven years old! One more year and you'll be a deacon. 
We were so hoping our shipment would arrive today. It left the day before yesterday 
by truck. Maybe tomorrow. Received word today that we have a reception center, 
but Kathy and Dick are not participating in it. They are going to invest in something 
else. We haven't heard from Susan or Nathan for quite a spell now. Sure hope their 
letters didn't get lost. Went with Arch today to Nowshera to test his one row, hand- 
pushed beet drill. Still a few bugs in it, however, but its getting there. Sure wish I 
could get the Christmas spirit. Quasim will be through the 9 th (three days) then I'll 
have a couple of weeks before Christmas to make candy and cookies and such and 
do some shopping. 

Saturday, December 6, 1980 [Arch] 

Ode to Lane, a boy we love, whose personality is as mild as a dove. He brings 
us joy throughout life without causing us sorrow or strife. He is kind and gentle as a 
boy could be, a fine calibered young man is he. We love him . . . Happy Birthday. 

Today we purchased our tickets to Lahore and secured confirmation of seats. 
The boss is insistent on our coming. I guess to give him a personal report of my 
activities for three months or fire me. Time will tell. But if I must leave now I would 
feel my time was well spent. We heard today that the reception home is a reality 
now. Let's hope it is successful and times are good enough to pay its way without 
continued investment. 

My model single row beet planter is nearing completion and I believe it is going 
to work. If it does it's a first in mechanizing the beet crop after 20 years of doing it 
by hand. 

Mom really had a good time snapping pictures today as we traveled to 
Nowshera. She still is shocked by many of the things she sees like a little boy 
earning a burden on his back so large you could hardly see him. Kids, wherever I 
go, have a stack of sugarcane in one hand and a big mouthful sucking out the juice. 
As the trucks and trolleys go by, the kids sneak in behind the trucks and steal as 
much as they can. It's quite a trick getting under the load far enough so the one 
protecting the load can't hit you with a cane whip. But it seems good enough to take 
a few whacks to have something to chew on. 
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Our surface shipment still hasn't arrived and Ilene has lived such an ordered life 
that it's quite a trial for her to wait and not worry. I hope it will come soon. It will 
be like an early Christmas. 

Sunday, December 7, 1980 [Ilene] 

Pearl Harbor Day! Who can forget that fateful day 39 years ago? And the way 
things look we may be heading for another great war. Hope not. Our shipment still 
hasn't arrived. Each day I'm sure brings it closer. I worked on four rag dolls today 
for four little girls for Christmas. I embroidered the faces on them (faces only a 
Maker could love.) Tomorrow I will go shopping and buy stuffing. I may have to 
sew them by hand if my machine doesn't get here in the next day or two. The 
weather is still lovely; warm days and chilly nights. Arch leaves for Chitral tomorrow 
morning and will be gone at least two days (no more I hope.) Then we are going to 
Lahore for a couple of days Friday night to see his boss before he leaves for the 
States for a month or two. I don't know what he has up his sleeve, but Arch thinks he 
wants a detailed report of his work to take back to the Chicago office. 

Sunday, December 7, 1980 [Arch] 

The Japanese struck Pearl Harbor on this day in 1941 and dealt a devastating 
blow to the U.S. Pacific fleet. The beginning of the Second World War. My brother, 
Delos, has his birthday on December 7 th and Sparky, a dear old horse, died that day. 

Another day at Mardan to groom 16 Field Assistants for extension 
responsibilities. In addition, all indents have been advertised. Telephones will be 
hooked up at our office. The EADA for Charsadda has accepted his new assignment 
and will be on the job Monday. Things are going well to date. I thrill to be a part of 
it. 

Tomorrow morning I'm going to Pakistan Siberia (Chitral) or so everyone 
expresses it, but I envision something different. I am concerned because there are 
too few freezing days during the winter to induce slow bolting varieties. But I fly out 
tomorrow at 6:50 a.m. My return is not assured, depending upon flying weather. 

On my way to Mardan I saw another big truck off the road, the front axle giving 
way because of excess weight. I don't believe any truck with a load on could be 
under U.S. load limits. Some of the 2V2 to 3 ton rated trucks are carrying 12-15 tons 
of gravel, soil, bricks, or what have you. I have seen more broken axles since my 
arrival than I have all the rest of my life just because of over-weight or overloaded. 

Ilene has accumulated a great following in the neighborhood. Every time she 
goes toward the store all the little two to three year old kids come out of the cracks to 
have Mom give them a piece of candy. Today she gave about 15-17 kids candy. This 
is one of the luxuries they probably hadn't enjoyed until Ilene came on the scene. 
Before she leaves she will be known as the candy lady. 

We have just turned on our Christmas record of Andy Williams and still get the 
same tingling and thrill as always. It takes us over the waves to family traditions in 
which fond memories are embedded. Thank God for children and families eternal, 
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rather than the emptiness of a couple that invited us to a party. They have no family 
and have to draw from friends and liquor to fill a void where family should have 
been. When I think of how blessed we are with six precious little ones and now 
beautiful stalwart men and women, I can't help being proud and thankful to merciful 
God for my good fortune. 

Monday, December 8, 1980 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Stephen Allan. Is it the 37th? We had a fun time tonight. My 
sewing machine isn't here yet, so we are sewing my rag dolls by hand. Stitching them 
twice. Arch helped me by stitching one and then stuffing both of them. He did a 
darn good job, too. Got word today that the shipment should have been here today 
or for sure tomorrow. We'll see. 

Well, tomorrow is Quasim's last day. Arch and I took one spot on our mosaic 
floor (cement and rocks and then sanded down), and scrubbed it with cleanser. And 
it's about 100 % whiter than the rest of the floor. I was sure the floor was really dirty 
and needed knee scrubbing, but Quasim kept telling me that the dirt was ground right 
in and nothing could change it. Well, we have a big job ahead of us, but we're going 
to do it. 

We almost had a catastrophe today. As I was cleaning, I noticed a brown bug 
against the mopboard. Knowing that Arch killed a cockroach the other night, I just 
presumed that's what it was. I pushed it with my foot (which only had a stocking 
and open-toed sandal on it) and it moved! It shocked me as I thought it was a dead 
cockroach. I jumped back and said, "It's alive!" Arch was sitting across the room 
and just glanced over and said (very loudly) "Get away!" Needless to say, I heeded 
and he ran to get the Raid (as I watched to see where it would go. Which was 
nowhere). It acted very logy. He sprayed it good, but it wouldn't die. Well, he took 
it out and killed it. I noticed it had a long tail stinger. Yep, it was a deadly scorpion. 
He had just come in from outside and was cold, and therefore not very spry, 
otherwise he would have stung my toe when I touched him, which was very 
vulnerable in those sandals. Ordinarily they are fast as lightning and in no way could 
I have moved my foot fast enough, since I had no need, thinking it was only a 
cockroach. Arch says they are poisonous as rattlesnakes, so I was really protected by 
the Lord. 

Tuesday, December 9, 1980 [Ilene] 

No shipment today. The man came back and said the truck had had some 
"disturbances" and it would be here for sure tomorrow. Same old story. We are 
going to Lahore Friday night for two days so it better come before then. However, 
Nazir will stay right here at the house day and night while we are gone. Gypsy and 
her husband and four little ones have invited us over to spend Christmas Eve with 
them. It should be fun. 
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Wednesday, December 10, 1980 [Ilene] 

Hooray! Our shipment arrived today about 12:30. And I can't believe all the 
stuff I brought that will just sit in storage until we go home. Glory be! Anyway, it's a 
good thing we have a big house to put it all in. Seems good to see some of my old 
familiar things again. Just like a kid that's been without their blankie for awhile. 

We had an experience tonight. An Englishman came by to get acquainted. He 
and his wife have been here since 1971. Is he off the deep end! The Lord has visited 
him and talked to him and told him what a true Christian was and he was glad we 
were Christians even though he doesn't believe our Mormon books. The Bible is all 
he believes—etc— etc.— etc. Were we glad to get him out of the house! Oh, to be able 
to sit and visit with good Latter-day Saints again. He invited us to visit their church 
services every night at the old church in the Old city, on and on and on.. .Oh boy! 

It was so good to exercise on the rebounder tonight. 

Wednesday, December 10, 1980 [Arch] 

Yesterday I went to Mardan and taught 15 new recruits some of the techniques 
of their new job. Also saw Zafir Baig and drew 5,000 rupees for travel expenses. 
Today we got our Christmas package (surface shipment), and wondered what were 
we thinking about when we brought all those clothes. We brought enough in our air 
shipment to last us two years, but today we have clothes running out our ears. I 
guess we will start packing some to send home two years hence. Ilene isn't able to 
wear a short dress here and she's got bushels of them. I've got four dress suits, two 
sport suits, four sport coats, and a tuxedo. If I rotated them I will wear each about 
four times before going home, and I have already withered away so my clothes sag. 

Ilene is having the same problem. When we got our scales we both weighed and 
Ilene has lost about 16 pounds and I have lost 16-18 pounds. I'm afraid we are going 
to blow away soon. Ilene is down to the weight she was when Charles was a baby. I 
got my golf clubs and supplies and don't know when I'm going to get a game in. I'm 
required to work six days a week and it doesn't leave much time for goofing off. 

Tonight we had a young British man come and introduce himself and he 
proceeded to tell us he had a vision and now God is directing his life. But, he's made 
a small mistake in his calculations; he is working for the wrong leader. I don't know 
when I felt the spirit of the adversary like I did while he was here; thank goodness for 
the power of discernment of spirits. 

One other great thrill for the day was our four gallons of peanut butter arrived. 
Thanks for small favors. Well, I'm tired so will sign off and go to bed. 

Thursday, December 11, 1980 [Ilene] 

Worked, worked, and worked today to get everything put away and made it. It 
seems good to just sit and relax. I'm having quite a time with Nazir. He can't seem 
to understand that I don't want him to help me in the house. I guess he can't find 
enough to do outside this time of year and so he comes in and starts sweeping or 



Thursday, December 11, 1980 [Arch] 



78 



doing dishes or whatever he sees needs to be done. Twice I had to say, "No, Nazir, I 
don't want you to do anything in here. This is my job. You are to work outside." So 
he stands and watches me cook, do dishes, sweep. I really don't know how to handle 
it. He's such a good willing worker, but I just plain want to do it myself. 

It seems so strange not to be getting really excited about Christmas. I'm trying 
but it's hard. Haven't heard from Nathan and Susan for so long. Hope their letters 
aren't getting lost. The old adage, "No news is good news" doesn't go over here. I 
slept so warm last night. I've been sleeping with my sweater on and last night I put 
sheet blankets on and a big double wool blanket and slept so cozy. I even kept 
waking up and thinking how nice it was to sleep warm! 

Thursday, December 11, 1980 [Arch] 

Moved into my office at Mardan and separated some of my books which arrived 
in the surface goodies yesterday. I pondered the course I need to take now that we 
are getting the mechanics in gear. We need instruction for our agents to give in their 
visits to the farmers. To date we don't have any available so I'm assigning one to get 
it moving. I feel first impressions are important and anything we can do to make 
them look good will help them on their way. My experience in tobacco and 
sugarcane is limited but if Reagan can get help from good men, I can too. It's 
decided. I'll do it. Ilene has taken over the housework and our chowkidar just can't 
stand to see her work, so she is having quite a time with him. He hasn't got anything 
to do so he probably will quit soon. Time will tell. 

Friday, December 12, 1980 [Ilene] 

Another beautiful Sabbath. We have to leave at 8:05 tonight by plane for Lahore, 
so it's been a busy one. However, it will seem good to get away for a day or so. We 
are going to try to write more spiritual journals. It seems we get so caught up in the 
everyday things we do each day that we fail to record those things that we are grateful 
for and the thoughts we have. Of course, some thoughts are best not recorded. 

We have met a lovely young lady about 35 (that's young to me anymore), who is 
a Canadian and has married a Pakistanian. She has four children and seems like the 
type that needs friends of her own kind. She said she went to the University of Utah 
and she seemed to be happy when we told her we were Mormons. I am going to get 
better acquainted with her and see just what her knowledge of the Church is. I have 
a good feeling about her. 

I am getting to the point now where I'm not afraid of these people. I know I 
shouldn't be, but with high walls and recommendations for chowkidars and all, what 
do they expect me to think? And I really don't mind the stares any more. I just 
realize that I do look different than the other women here. Or I should say, they can 
see my face and they can't see most of the others. 

Our plane trip to Lahore was enjoyable. Strange, out of a group of 40 people 
traveling, only three women: one British, myself, and a Pakistanian lady. Women 
definitely stay in the background here. We were served a rice dish and a custard, and 
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of course, tea and coffee. I asked for a 7Up and she brought me a Coke. I'm sure 
they know the difference, however, here if you drink 7Up they just figure you'd take a 
Coke, too. I drank a little to show my appreciation. We're staying at the Hilton 
International Lahore. Lovely, but no warm water for bathing and hard beds. A 
lovely radio with American music. Oh, joy! 

Friday, December 12, 1980 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath. We discussed in our Priesthood class today that we are writing our 
scripture for our posterity and I am afraid I have failed to measure up. Please 
forgive. But today we have had such a sweet spirit with us to buoy us up in return 
for our promise of keeping His commandments, which we would do anyway, but any 
manifestation of the Spirit here adds great strength to our beings. My wish for each 
of my children is that they remain firm in the gospel and give dedicated service to His 
children and if you do the Lord is bound to bless you. Our life as your parents has 
proved this and because we desire the best for each of you, we promise you the 
blessings of a loving earthly father and mother as well as our Father and Mother in 
Heaven's blessings. 

Saturday, December 13, 1980 [Ilene] 

Lahore. Had a pretty good night's sleep. Bed just too hard and lukewarm water 
for bathing. Two hot cakes for breakfast made without leavening. No maple syrup, 
just honey and jam, good milk, lousy orange juice. Do I sound bitter? No, I'm stating 
facts. I've long learned that minor or unimportant things are soon forgotten and 
really can't matter. We have a good warm room and luxuries which is much, much 
more than the millions of good people here don't have and never will know. How 
grateful we are to a loving Father for His goodness and mercies to us. 

Went to the lobby to get something to read. Bought a Life Magazine and an 
eight ounce package of peanuts. Cost me 56 rupees ($5.60). Can you imagine? We 
attended a farewell party for Harold Creed, Arch's boss, who is going to the States 
for leave. Lovely dinner; 19 people present. Fun time; home to the hotel by 10:30. 

Sunday, December 14, 1980 [Ilene] 

A real bore of a day today. Arch worked at the office and I went with Pat 
Westmore for an hour or so to the old city market to get some cotton throw rugs. 
Bought some nice loud ones to liven up my home. Then came back and slept and 
goofed off and Arch came about two and we went to dinner. Then packed and to the 
airport. Arrived in Peshawar at 8:00 p.m. after a nice hour trip home. Nazir stayed 
here the two days and did a nice job taking care of things. The bed will feel good 
tonight. 

Monday, December 15, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had fun placing my new rugs around the house. Also scrubbed and waxed 
some floor today. Seemed good to have good old liquid floor wax, not the paste-like 
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they have here. Alan Wray, our Canadian friend who stayed a couple of days with us 
a few weeks back, came to visit a few minutes tonight and brought me a quart jar of 
mayonnaise! I'm going to guard it with my life! Got our transformers fixed and got 
the freezer and my sewing machine going. It's been just four months today since we 
got in Karachi. Seems like four years! No Christmas tree came in our shipment so 
we'll have to buy one. But thank goodness there were plenty of lights for decorating. 

Monday, December 15, 1980 [Arch] 

Today I traveled to Mardan and reviewed bids for Jeeps, motorcycles, and 
bicycles. Also, all the office equipment. Hired eight Field Assistants and 12 or 13 
P.P.O. This completes our lower echelon staff. Work is progressing fine. So much 
for work. I prepared an article to present to the staff on the psychological aspect of 
work and taking pride in what they do and I let one of the EADA's read it and he 
wondered if I was a psychoanalyst. He said, "This is just what they need. Let's give 
them all a copy." 

The past two days Ilene and I have been in Lahore for review of my work and to 
help send off our boss for a six week vacation. I don't know whether he will ever 
come back! His wife went home six months ago, so things aren't too good at home, 
so he might not come back. 

Thanks for a religion that gives stability to marriage and binds families together 
for eternity. Without some good guidelines people can get a divorce on a whim and 
by today's standards that's the popular thing to do. Like I say, thank goodness for 
the L.D.S. way of life and temple marriage. 

Life is pretty much what you make of it. Even in a far away land you can enjoy 
the Spirit of the Lord and be happy. A sweet spirit isn't reserved for those in Zion. 
We have found you make your own happiness. One of the elements to be happy is 
something worthwhile to do and have to do it every day. Life gets tasteless with 
nothing to do. Ilene has proved this and has released her servant so she could fulfill 
her role as wife. 

Tuesday, December 16, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had fun doing some Christmas shopping today. Bought sweaters for all 
Maqbool's family, seven children, and for his wife. (He is our driver and only makes 
450 rupees a month ($45). Also, some pocket knives for the boys and I'm making rag 
dolls for his little girls. It's been fun. That and playing the tapes of Christmas music 
is the only Christmas-like thing around here. We've got to find some place to get us a 
tree; it's getting late. 

I baked whole wheat bread for the first time today and it was good. It seems so 
good to get in and do my own baking and cleaning again. Although I'm really having 
a time keeping Nazir from doing too much. He wants to help so much. I let him 
clean the front room and the bathroom that he uses and Arch's study. And he helps 
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with the clean-up dishes after cooking. He's a good young man and looks after me 
and really enjoys the family pictures when I get them. 

It was so fun to receive two darling homemade cards and pictures from little 
Cristeen and Curtis and a letter tape from Charles and Brenda. It seemed so good to 
hear their voices and listen to my little ones perform. Oh, how I'd love to see you all 
again. And then we received a much welcomed letter from Susan. We are so happy 
to hear of her pregnancy and do pray for her health and strength. We were happy to 
hear of the possibility of a sale for their farm, if that is what they want. We're having 
a time getting our transformers hooked up so we can use our deep freeze and sewing 
machine and washer, but hope to be able to make it tomorrow. 

Tuesday, December 16, 1980 [Arch] 

Attended an awards meeting and equipment demonstration which was a real flop 
because the equipment hadn't been tested before hand. I was introduced to the 
Director of Animal Husbandry today by Lai Khan who said, "This is Mr. Richards, 
the Mormon. He doesn't drink, smoke, or drink tea or coffee." I was able to line up 
help for the Mardan Scarp program. The Lord knows what he wants done and I am 
the tool he is using to get the job done. It's not because of my doings. 

Tonight we listened to Charles and family give a Christmas home evening for us 
on tape. It is priceless and was the best present we could have received. 

Today Mom went up town and spent about 1,000 rupees buying Christmas 
presents for our driver's family and our cook's family so they would have a 
Christmas. She bought good warm sweaters for Maqbool and wife and seven 
children and got pocketknives and dolls in addition. It will probably be the first 
Christmas they have ever had and the cook's family never celebrates Christmas either 
so our gifts to them will be unusual. 

We got our power equipment ready tonight to throw the switch on our 
appliances and when we did it blew a fuse so we are back where we started. I was 
told that there would be days like this. You just can't do anything right. It really isn't 
that bad. No equipment was ruined; only a delay to get another fuse. 

Wednesday, December 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, this has been one of those days! We got the transformers fixed and bought 
a stabilizer for the deep freeze. Well, it blew a fuse. I took the transformer upstairs 
to use my washer. I blew a fuse. Couldn't wash. Then we tried to use the 
typewriter. The shipping did something to it and we've got to get it fixed. Two 
letters won't print. Well, my sewing machine did work so I spent the day sewing the 
dresses for my little rag dolls. Really disappointed that we didn't bring our little tree. 
Don't know what we will do. They don't sell them here and no sagebrush even. 
We'll think of something. Did bring all my little twinkle lights though. Did 
something right anyway. Neighbor came over and said our water tank was 
overflowing again so we've got to find a plumber tomorrow to fix the valve again. 
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Thursday, December 18, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, got my washer to work today. Yippee! Arch brought a new stabilizer 
home and the deep freeze works. Yippee! Of course, all this happened after he fixed 
two or three fuses we'd burned out. Then we took our two straw Pakistani brooms 
and put them in a bucket of rocks. Put a white sheet all around and twinkly lights 
and, presto! I have a beautiful little "tree". Then we took the rest of the lights and 
strung them upstairs on the veranda railing and it's beautiful. 

I finished my little dolls so Saturday I will fix up the boxes for Maqbool and 
Quasim's families. I had another experience today. Nazir went and found a couple 
of plumbers. They didn't bring half the stuff they needed so Nazir had to go back 
and get it for them. Meanwhile, they sat and watched me scrub my floor. Then said 
they needed underwear to put on to get in my tank of water and fix the valve. So I 
had to get them a pair of Daddy's long johns (no way was I going to give them a pair 
of garments). The young one went in to put them on and put his blanket around him 
(they all wear blankets here instead of coats) and as he was coming out of the study, 
he spit on my floor. 

Well, before that, the younger one started messing around with the tape recorder 
and I had to take that away from him and the older one started goofing off with the 
gas heater and turned it off and I had to scold him and turn it back on and 

then he spit on my clean floor. (I'd have been just as mad if it had been dirty.) 

I'd had it with them. Well, after all was done and they left and charged me more than 
they should have, the tank overflowed again. So now Saturday Nazir has got to get 
them again to come back and do what they were paid to do. (Although I swore I'd 
never have them in my home again.) But I'm sure not going to pay another one 
(plumber) to do what they should have done! 

Thursday, December 18, 1980 [Arch] 

I met with the Field Assistants at Charsadda today and I find they will come to 
me for confidences before they will confide in those they work for. So, I have had 
several counseling sessions and mixed in gospel principles. What I really need is to 
learn the language so I can talk man-to-man. Then I will be able to influence them 
for good. 

Finally we got our deep freeze going. For what we paid to get it going we'd 
better get a lot of use out of it. One in the know told us that I should have a voltage 
stabilizer on it before using it because it is so valuable an item. We paid $100.00 to 
get a stabilizer. It's good to have it going. Now to get it filled. 

A couple of nights ago we listened to a tape Charles and Brenda sent. We 
thought it priceless and will keep it as a souvenir for playing 15 years hence. We are 
going to prepare and send one to them and try and find out whether it is harder for 
me or Charles to cut a tape. 

Tonight we decorated two brooms for Christmas and they really gave us the 
Christmas spirit. Then we strung lights on our veranda and they will let everyone 
know we are Christians. 
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Friday, December 19, 1980 [Ilene] 

Only six more days to Christmas. We had another spiritual feast today with the 
lessons. It's funny how the Spirit can comfort and fill the gap of not having our 
brothers and sisters in the gospel to be with us. We had two sets of visitors come 
and really enjoyed them. One was the landlord's wife and family. The landlord is 
over in America trying to establish himself in a job there. The other was a young 
Canadian couple and their two children. We've written five letters to family 
members. We do that every Friday. Did our memory work and scripture reading for 
next week's Sunday School lesson. Went to bed early. 

Saturday, December 20, 1980 [Ilene] 

The International Women's Club had a Christmas party today for the mothers 
and children. That club is a good one. All of their projects and efforts are to raise 
funds for the handicapped children. I went this morning and helped decorate, then 
went back at three for the party. The Santa Claus (or Father Christmas as they call 
him) was an expatriate with white pants, red shirt, and cotton beard. But you've got 
to give him credit for trying. In a country that generally doesn't celebrate Christmas, 
where could you find a Santa Claus suit? 

That would be about as easy as it was to find a Christmas tree. To get one for 
the party, the officers went to a "nursery" and they didn't have one but said they 
knew where they could cut one out of the top of a big pine. Well, when they went to 
get it the pine was in a private cemetery and it took an hour for the man to cut it and 
then afterwards they learned that the men weren't suppose to do that because it was 
private property and they just helped themselves and pocketed the money. Well, 
that's par for the course here. Anyway, then the tree was too big for the large 
reception room in the Khyber Hotel. So they had to cut it some more. 

Anyway, so goes the story. They served tea and coffee and chicken wings and 
pastries; very good. It was fun for a change. And then a little while ago a Pakistanian 
neighbor, (very well-to-do) a widower, brought us a TURKEY for a gift. We spent 
this evening plucking and cleaning. But was I glad to get it. They are SCARCE here. 

Sunday, December 21, 1980 [Ilene] 

Goody! Today is the shortest day of the year! Big deal. It seemed just as long 
to me. I wrapped packages today for the two boxes we're fixing up for Maqbool's 
and Quasims' families. Made a batch of patience and fudge. Cooked my turkey (T 
sliced it and put it in freezer. We're going to have just a buffet luncheon on 
Christmas for our neighbors who have promised they would call by. I made rolls the 
other day and put in freezer. Tomorrow I plan to finish my shopping and make 
some cookies. 

Well, the dear plumber came back to try to finish the job in the tank. Worked an 
hour or two. Said it was fixed and right after Daddy got home the tank overflowed 
again. Ho hum. Here we go again. 
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Nazir went to the market and got an undercut of beef for us. Daddy cleaned it 
up and cut some in steak, ground some hamburger and cut up some stew meat. 
Seems strange to have to do everything that used to be done for us. But it's not 
hurting us. Good experience! 

Found out today that they are going to build a school right next door to us. I 
wondered why they were sweeping the street and wetting it down and all. The 
governor was and did come to town for the ground breaking for it, I guess. 

Sunday, December 21, 1980 [Arch] 

I have dropped a few days, but am back. Last Thursday while training some 49 
field men and four agricultural officers in the extension organizational meeting which 
we held outside, three large tarps were spread out upon the ground and all but staff 
sat on the ground. They took off their shoes and tucked their feet under them like 
children, then threw their blankets around them and hardly moved for the next 2V2 
hours or until tea was served. At the appointed time the meeting had to stop for tea. 
I, of course, was the only one out of 56 people who abstained. 

After tea we settled back in training until 1:00 p.m. when one of the groups got 
up and walked over into the sheltered corner of the courtyard and started to call the 
members to prayer. This brought our meeting to a screeching halt until he finished. 
Then final comments were made and the meeting broke up so that each could go to 
prayer. 

As soon as the meeting terminated many sat down and removed their shoes and 
sat and washed their feet and face and part of their head. Then those without a 
Jimnah, or skull cap, took out their handkerchief and put a knot in each corner and 
covered their heads; then rolled out the prayer mat and had their prayer. They didn't 
pay any attention to me anymore, except when I went to go into the mosque to wash 
my hands; then they said I couldn't do that. I was to wait and someone would bring 
me a pitcher of water and a towel. 

Their prayers start by facing the west or in the direction of Mecca and standing 
in bare feet they repeat a few phrases. Then they bend over halfway and continue 
praying for a brief moment. Then they stand up straight, still continuing. Then they 
get down on their knees and touch their head to the ground after which they get up 
to a half-position, then down on their knees again, and bowing their head to the 
ground. This routine continues for 10-15 minutes depending upon their personal 
problems. 

On coming home from Nowshera the other day a bus had stopped and all the 
passengers filed out and walked upon the canal bank and formed 3-4 rows and said 
their prayers. Got back in the bus and continued their journey. This can be seen 
quite frequently; fairly large groups praying together. I can't help but think that they 
want to be seen of men. They have their reward. They think Ilene and I are going to 
hell for we pray in secret and the Father who sees us in secret rewards us openly. 
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Monday, December 22, 1980 [Ilene] 

Had a fun day today. Received some letters from my children and went 
shopping for last minute things. It's been fun to fix up a couple of boxes of things. 
Bought some little basket items I've been wanting and wrapped those and put them 
under the tree. We went to the Qissa Khawani Bazaar in the old city. What fun. I 
never saw such commotion and confusion; mobs and mobs of people, cattle, cars, 
bicycles, motor bikes going every which way. And the market. I know you could 
find anything you wanted if you just knew where to look. Daddy said during the 
holidays we would take an afternoon and just go and walk and look. I can hardly 
wait. Made more patience and fudge and packed a box. Got the plumber again and 
this time I talked with the boss and he gave the supervisor a scotch blessing and 
offered sincere apologies and promised it would be taken care of immediately and 
right. Well, he came again and we'll see now. If not, I'll go again. 

I'm trying hard not to think of Christmas and my family. I have invited several 
people over and I hope they come so the day will go fast. Made two more batches of 
candy tonight with Daddy's help. 

Tuesday, December 23, 1980 [Ilene] 

Really enjoyed today. I'm so tired tonight. It seems so good to be tired from 
doing too much instead of too little! Made cookies and cake and popcorn and 
surprise — the tank has not overflowed so I think we've made it again for a few days. 
I remembered that I hadn't got anything for Nazir's baby boy so I hurried and found 
a piece of material (actually it was a knit blouse I'd hardly worn and was small print) 
and made him a cute little bib. Now to make a couple more batches of cookies and 
then I think I'll be through. (Oh, no. Still have baked beans to do tomorrow, too). 
I'm getting along fine with the transformer and my electrical appliances. I have Nazir 
here during the day to carry it around if I need it in a different place. (It's about 10 
pounds.) 

Tuesday, December 23, 1980 [Arch] 

Spent the day in Takht Bai working out the details of an experimental plot in 
sugar beets. We will put it on tomorrow with the field men watching. The chemical 
is old so anything could happen. 

Christmas is upon us and we are surrounded by conditions which are directly 
opposite to what the heralding angels sang on that eventful night 1,980 years ago. 
Wish that we could enjoy "Peace on Earth and Good Will to All Men." But until we 
have good will among us we can never have peace. Until the Millennium is ushered 
in hate, greed, envy, and strife will be with us to prevent men from living in peace 
one with another. What is more important to us individually is that we have peace in 
our hearts and peace of conscience and lack of offence toward all men. Then life is 
beautiful even when you are surrounded by men and nations striving to fill Satan's 
role of taking free agency from us all. 
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Wednesday, December 24, 1980 [Ilene] 

Well, it is the day before Christmas and I had so much to do and, believe it or 
not, got it all done! We were invited out to Gypsy's house tonight for Christmas 
Eve— a Danish one. I gave Maqbool his box of Christmas for his family of seven and 
Nazir his. It felt good to do something for someone that needed it. 

Let me tell you about a Danish Christmas. We had a duck dinner with white and 
sweet potatoes, gravy, red cabbage, water, and no bread. Then for dessert a rice 
pudding with cream and chopped almonds in it and one whole almond; the one that 
got the whole one got a prize of a pack of goodies. That was fun. Then they all went 
in the front room and they brought all the gifts and put them under the tree. They 
believe in Santa Claus or Father Christmas, but the children evidently just get gifts 
from family members. I couldn't understand that part, unless the children get one 
gift from Santa and in the morning they all hold hands and walk around the tree 
(which is lighted with candles) and sing Christmas carols. Then they all sit down and 
open their gifts. After that they pass oranges around, then nuts, then a few pieces of 
candy. It was very different and very nice. It was good to be with a family of little 
ones for Christmas Eve. We came home about 9:30 pm. 

Thursday, December 25, 1980 [Ilene] 

What a wonderful Christmas! I knew that I had to keep very busy or I'd have a 
very lonely, difficult time. We invited neighbors and friends to come in between 12 
and four to visit us. We worked all morning getting a buffet luncheon ready. We had 
turkey, rolls (I made them and they were good!), chipped beef, cheese, sliced 
tomatoes, radishes, carrot strips, potato chips, dip (I brought four packages of sour 
cream mix and a part of a package of Lipton onion soup which I used with two of 
the packages of cream. Don't know what I will do for next year. Not have dip, I 
guess), baked beans (I made those from scratch as I didn't have any pork and beans), 
cookies, (chocolate chips with nuts instead of chocolate chips), carrot cake, and 
banana bread, and new cookies made with lemon juice, patience candy, fudge, peanut 
brittle, and candied popcorn like Grandma Gooch used to make only with 
peppermint instead of cinnamon. I wanted to fix hot spiced cider, but couldn't find 
any apple cider so we had ice water and Squash, a fruit drink you put in water for the 
children. 

Well, we had 35 people come and eat and visit. We were thrilled to death. It 
took us two hours to clean up afterwards, but the day passed and I was so busy I 
didn't have time to get lonely. But, I did miss all of you terribly. 

Right now it is 8:45 pm and it will be 8:45 am in Utah and Idaho and 7:45 am in 
Washington. The excitement is all over. And we certainly hope you all have a really 
fun, fun day! Just one more Christmas and I'll be home. Guess what Daddy gave 
me. A big, heavy iron the dobies use to iron with. They weigh about 18 pounds and 
you put hot coals in them. I've wanted one so badly and he found me a used one at 
the Qissa Khawani Bazaar (old city) at a very reasonable price. I was so thrilled and 
excited. 
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In the middle of the day Maqbool came and put around my neck a beautiful 
wedding lei with rupees all over it to show his gratitude for the Christmas gifts for he 
and his children. He shouldn't have done it as they are expensive but I couldn't 
deprive him of the privilege of returning the favor. He seemed so happy to do it. I 
will always treasure it because he is very poor and I'm sure it was a sacrifice for him 
to buy it. It's been a wonderful Christmas and as I sit here and think of you, my 
wonderful family, my cup runneth o'er. Merry Christmas! 

Thursday, December 25, 1980 [Arch] 

Christmas was a howling success! We had 31 of our Pakistani friends and four 
expatriate friends in for a buffet luncheon. Ilene and I exchanged gifts and Santa 
Clause didn't find us because the Pakistani's don't believe in Santa. They celebrate 
the day because it is their great founder's birthday, so it is a holiday for them. I got a 
beautiful copper pitcher, a bamboo hassock, a butter dish, and a couple of jute 
baskets. Ilene got an iron (Pakistani style) and a copper wood bucket and baskets, 
etc. It has been a busy day but most satisfying. If anyone had told us we would have 
35 people in our home for Christmas I wouldn't have believed them. One of them 
even gave us a turkey that really came in handy. I thought we were going to run out 
of food for sure when five big boys of our neighbors started going back for seconds 
but I just knew that if it could be done for 5,000, it would be done here and the food 
stretched till the day was over and everybody was filled and we didn't run out of one 
item of food. We know whereof we are blessed. 

Last night we were invited out to Mohammed Ali's place for Christmas Eve 
dinner-Danish style, and saw the kids open their presents and sang songs as we 
danced around the Christmas tree. We ate tangerines, nuts, and candy and were so 
full we didn't sleep well, but it sure filled a void, as did our party today. We were 
both so busy that we didn't have time to feel sorry for being so far away. Ilene was 
given a marriage lei covered with 51 rupee bills. This was a gift similar to the widow's 
mite because our driver gave from his need and Ilene was so thrilled. One more 
memento from Pakistan. Mom's candy really goes over big in Pakistan. 

Yesterday I went to Takht Bai and put a weed plat on and began to realize what 
a monumental task it is going to be to train 170 Field Assistants to do an acceptable 
job. First I will have to change almost a way of life, for they have not been taught to 
work hard and do a good job, something they could be proud of. So, the task at 
hand is great. Do hope I can see some progress before I have to leave. 

I had a rowboat ride across the Cobble River and realized it could be dangerous 
for the rapids in one place where two waterways came together were rough, but our 
oars man didn't seem afraid so I settled down and enjoyed it. The ride over and back 
for two of us cost eight rupees so that was another inexpensive experience. I met the 
station director and secured some research data to give to my boys. I sure goofed in 
putting on a Treflan plat in a beet field which will be planted to sugar cane, for the 
Treflan kills sugar cane. I didn't ask enough questions. I asked the Agricultural 
officer to get a suitable cooperator. I figured he knew what he was doing but I was 
mistaken, so I'll probably kill some cane next February. 



Friday, December 26, 1980 [Ilene] 



88 



Friday, December 26, 1980 [Ilene] 

I forgot to mention yesterday that out of the 35 visitors, only four were 
foreigners. All the rest were Pakistanians. Also Ghulam, the widower, brought us 
four large grapefruit that he'd grown. (He has an orchard). The largest one was 18" 
around and when cut was 5 V2 inches across with 7/ 8" rind. But the pink fruit inside 
was delicious. 

We had our young doctor friend across the street come over to wish us a Merry 
Christmas, Dr. Arshunrd Jon Mian. He brought us a gift, a beautifully hand carved 
wooden camel. He's such a fine young man. He is leaving soon to go to New York 
to specialize in dermatology. We talked a little about Jesus Christ and he admits that 
he will come later to save the world, but believes he is not the Son of God but just a 
prophet. How can he save the world if he is just a prophet? He is very sincere in his 
belief in Mohammed as a prophet (the greatest they say) and yet he will tell us of the 
things wrong with some of their teachings. Sure wish we could reach him some way. 
Doesn't smoke or drink or such. Very fine person. 

We had another three hours of good gospel teachings today. Were invited at 
one to our Canadian friends for dinner. She served a buffet luncheon of cabbage 
roll, sauerkraut, open-faced sandwiches, beef soup (delicious), potatoes, sour cream, 
cookies, and coffee (of course, we declined the coffee.) We got back home about 
3:30. Nice visit with some new Canadian people that are about our age. They, 
however, are only here for six months. Lucky people. Going to bed early tonight; 
say about 8 p.m. 

Friday, December 26, 1980 [Arch] 

We are eternally grateful for the gospel and the importance it plays in our lives. 
We have just made a covenant with our Father that we will keep His commandments 
so that our part of the partaking of the sacrament will be in force. We hope our past 
will not be lacking and we know that God does not deviate from that which He said 
so His spirit will be with us and we will be abundantly blessed. 

I don't know when the gospel lessons have been so beautiful and helpful as this 
year's lessons. They help build strength of character and give us courage to progress 
to learn to keep His commandments. By doing this we have found that it brings into 
our home a peace and contentment which people can feel. Dr. Jan put it in words 
last night, when he said, "You people are different than other Americans. You have 
something which is good." We noted that he liked to be in our home and enjoy the 
influence here. Others of our friends also like to tarry and enjoy the spirit here. 

Saturday, December 27, 1980 [Ilene] 

Went to town to get material for two baby nightgowns we're suppose to make 
for the hospital. Some of these poor mothers go in to have their babies and don't 
have a thing to put on them to take them home. Each lady in the International 
Women's Club is supposed to make two nighties. I got some white with pink figures. 
It sure seems good to have a sewing machine again. I asked Maqbool to bring his 
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children over to see my tree and lights but he surprised me by saying that he couldn't 
because they had a new baby daughter born just a couple of days ago. That makes 
him five boys and three girls. The oldest is 14. And he only makes $45 a month. 
Very sad. I spent the day making the little nighties. They're really cute. 

Sunday, December 28, 1980 [Ilene] 

Thought I was going to have Nazir and all (16) of his family today for snacks 
and to see the tree but they didn't come. So I just took down the veranda lights. Put 
things back in the freezer and decided to forget it. Spent the day hemming dresses 
into kameez's. Getting ready for hot weather. Yes, it's a little early. Still two or three 
months, but just didn't have anything lined up to do right now. Washed sheets this 
morning, but they are just as wet tonight. I got them in on another line under cover 
before it rained on them, but it's so damp outside they just won't dry. Thank 
goodness I have sheets to put on the bed tonight. Started reading the book "Gospel 
Principles." It's really a good one. Also reading Brigham Young's discourses. 

Monday, December 29, 1980 [Ilene] 

It was a lovely day today. Washed again and they all dried beautifully (including 
the sheets from yesterday.) Had some material left over from the little nighties so I 
made a little receiving blanket. Took the Christmas decorations down. It's all over 
for another year. Ho hum. But I'm glad now if I can just get next year's Christmas 
over I'll have it made. Dreamer! Received some pictures from my children in 
Benton City and letters. So good to see their faces and hang them on the wall. Got 
quite a collection now. Still need Kathy's and the rest of Susan's. Really batting a 
hundred. I really don't know of a letter that I haven't received. Of course, I don't 
know how many of mine they haven't received. 

Monday, December 29, 1980 [Arch] 

Have spent all day on tour with Mr. Sardar Habib who is the advisor to the 
governor. A fine gentleman and enjoyed being with and visiting with him. This is 
traveling in pretty fast company but I have enjoyed the opportunity. I had to again 
explain why I don't take tea, but this provides an opportunity to tell of that which is 
most dear to my heart. Not boasting, but I feel the Father of us all puts me in a most 
favorite light with these people for they revere me above that of man; which I'm 
unworthy of. Which I accept for the sake of Him whom we worship. 

Tuesday, December 30, 1980 [Ilene] 

Spent kind of a lazy day today. Did nothing special. A little bit of this and that. 
Arch took the typewriter up town to try to find someone competent enough to fix it. 
And he had to take a transformer along with it and of course it was the one I use to 
wash with, so I couldn't do that. But then there wasn't much wash to do. I'm sure I 
can manage until tomorrow or the next day. 
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Wednesday, December 31, 1980 [Ilene] 

The last day of a very eventful year. We are celebrating tonight by eating nuts 
and candied popcorn. Probably will go to bed by nine. Don't know how much 
longer I can stand this fast pace of living. It's been a nice holiday season, however. 
We've heard from all the children and received some pictures. Arch will work as 
usual tomorrow. We went over to see our neighbors, the Querschi's, tonight and 
Arch played a little cricket. They are good friends. Thank goodness for friends. 
Tomorrow we plan on Arch giving me another permanent. Hope it is as good as the 
last one he gave me. That was three months ago exactly. Still struggling trying to 
learn Urdu. It's a hopeless cause. Oh, yes, got the typewriter fixed. Works good! 

Wednesday, December 31, 1980 [Arch] 

We approach the New Year with great anticipation. Our first notable event to 
welcome in the New Year is to go to bed about 9:00 p.m. The New Year's Day 
celebration will be work as usual. At this rate the year of 1981 is really going to be a 
ripsnorter for us. I believe I'm beginning to understand why alcohol is outlawed in 
this country. If it weren't, everybody would be drunkards because this non-plus life 
would drive anybody to drink. And, being patient isn't one of my long suits. To say 
the least, it becomes frustrating at times. 

Our new wheels are at Mardan waiting distribution, which will take place within 
three to four days. I will be getting one so I am anxious to see what they give me. 
Got our typewriter fixed today and hope it holds up till we go home. The change 
from 60 cycles to 50 surely has slowed the action down. 

Thursday, January 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Deniece; 25 years old. Good for you. One quarter of a century 
old. How does that sound? And to all a Happy New Year! What an exciting day. 
Washed and typed my journal. That's going to be a job; to type all the notes Daddy 
and I made each day for four months. But then it will give me something to do. 
Guess I'm going to have to wait until Saturday for my permanent. Just got word 
we're going to have visitors for an hour or two tonight. It's so mild and lovely out. 
Just can't believe it is the first of January. Tomorrow is our Sabbath again. And it's 
fast day. They are coming around fast. 

I have a neat little corner in my house. Under the stairway there's a large space 
like a room. We have our deep freeze, a chest of drawer, my sewing machine and my 
ironing board. All hooked up to one transformer (the big one we brought) and then 
the other one I take upstairs to wash and use in the kitchen. Very slick and sufficient. 

Thursday, January 1, 1981 [Arch] 

Better start the year out right by making an entry in my journal. Had an 
excellent day, one that was real exhilarating to me. I visited the University of 
Peshawar and had the Dean of the School of Agriculture introduce me around the 
Ag Building and I talked and solicited help from four heads of departments. I told 
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them that I really didn't realize how much I had missed the companionship of men of 
learning. To say the least, I have been riding cloud nine all day. It was so stimulating 
to talk about learning in general and agricultural pursuits in particular. It was 
interesting for me to learn that I am trying to do what they, the Educated Great, have 
wanted to get done for two decades. I'm silly enough to think I can get it done: the 
formation of a Coordinating Committee of Extension, Research, and Education. If it 
doesn't happen it won't be because I didn't try. After my visit the Dean of the 
School and the Assistant Dean walked me to my car to bid me farewell and request I 
return. I never in the U.S. was awarded such honor. Then on second thought, those 
I live with know me, but I'll take the bow as long as it lasts, even if it's short lived. 

This coming week I have been requested by the Governor to attend an awards 
ceremony at the Fruit and Honey Show for the province and to be in attendance 
when the Governor bestows his blessings on the fair. Naturally I will attend. As yet I 
haven't had a chance to shake his hand and tell him I'm a Mormon. 

Friday, January 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another beautiful Sabbath. It was testimony meeting today and the Spirit was 
very strong. Our Sabbaths are so special. 

Well, our visitors never came last night. But about 4 p.m. today Gypsy, our 
friend and mutual friend of the visitors we expected, came and said that they (the 
visitors, Alan Wray and family; Australians) were visiting other people for a while last 
night and their boy, David, age nine, who she said was a very naughty boy who 
wouldn't mind, went into the bedroom against the instruction of the father, found his 
gun collection, picked up a pistol, goofed off and eventually shot himself in the head. 
Luckily, it went past the jaw bone and lodged at the base of the neck. 

Saturday, January 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

After hearing Charles and Brenda's tape and Charles admonishing me to get a 
pap smear every year whether I'd had a hysterectomy or not, I checked with Nazaket, 
my neighbor friend, to see if she knew a doctor I could go to. Well, she and her 
husband walked about a mile and a half to his niece's who is a doctor. Of course, she 
couldn't do anything at her home but told me to go to a clinic about four blocks 
from her house. Anyway, coming home, it was cold and I hated the thought of 
walking that far again. Dark and cold and all the lights were off. Something wrong 
with the main line. Well, there just happened to be a tonga on its way home and 
Arch and NuRul hailed it and we rode home in a horse and buggy. It's a good thing 
the "horse knew the way to carry the sleigh," cause it was DARK! When we got 
home, we lit two candles, did our memory work, and went to bed early. Anyway, 
they said it was just a little way or we would never have started out. I can't imagine 
why Nazaket didn't just tell me about the clinic; she knew just where it was and all. 
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Sunday, January 04, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I went to the clinic and the woman doctor told me she couldn't do it but 
gave me the name and place to go. She did however send a letter with me, so I'll try 
that tomorrow and see how I do. What a runaround just for a pap smear. Daddy 
gave me another permanent tonight. Did another nice job. 

My little egg girl came today. It was raining and cold out and she didn't have any 
shoes on, just holey socks. I gave her some thongs I had bought and not worn much 
because I couldn't stand them and also a sweater I had bought her for a Christmas 
present. Gave her a couple of oranges and bananas and cookies and sent her away 
happy. Oh, how I would love to be able to do more for her. My heart aches for 
these innocent children who suffer in poverty. 

Sunday, January 4, 1981 [Arch] 

Big day today. The province held their fruit fair and the governor gave the 
opening address. When someone ask me how I enjoyed it, I said I didn't understand 
a word and he said, "You are lucky." When I asked why, he told me that the 
Governor really criticized the Department of Agriculture for doing a poor job. So, 
not knowing the language isn't all bad. Then 400-500 had tea with the Governor. I, 
being one, can't say I was thrilled or impressed. 

The exhibits were mostly citrus fruits, some garden vegetables and dried fruits. 
Tomorrow I will visit the other booths, but for today I stayed pretty close to the 
Mardan Scarp Booth. 

A Mr. Creech from Texas is here on assignment (six weeks) to evaluate the 
coordination on fruit production. I sat in session with him providing what 
observations I had made during the four months I've been here. With him was the 
American AID representative from Islamabad. This was my second meeting with 
him. He has confirmed my findings. 

Monday, January 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Daddy came home about 9:30 a.m. to take me to the pathology building at the 
Peshawar Medical University. We managed to find it and I just happened to ask a 
young lady student where I could find the lady doctor whose name was on the 
envelope. She told me it was her sister and she ran to catch her. She had just left. 
So, I made connections but she said she didn't have the facilities there to do it so she 
took me to the lab (as it was) and got me a bottle of solution and some slides and 
sent me back (a mile and a half) to the clinic. I waited for the doctor and when she 
came she apologized for all the trouble and finally did the job, and then sent me right 
back (a mile and a half) to the pathology lab with it. And then I'm supposed to go to 
the lab again Wednesday and get the results. 

Then daddy took me to the fruit fair. When we got there they grabbed me and 
asked me to be a judge for HONEY. Great! All I know about honey is that it's 
sweet and it comes from bees. That seemed to be sufficient. Needless to say, I've 
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tasted enough honey to last awhile. And at that whole fair I only saw three other 
women and they were with a school group or something. Women just don't go to 
those things. Men don't take their wives anywhere here. 

Tuesday, January 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Baked bread today. Then Arch came home and asked me to go to Mardan with 
him to dig some sugar beets to send to Chitral with a man. So on the way I wrote 
some things that I saw. First, a horse with a red bandana tied around his forehead 
with the point hanging between his eyes; mud walls covered with cow cakes drying in 
the sun to be used for fuel; thatched huts and tents for Afghan refugees; poor, poor 
people picking anything up they can burn to keep warm; three bullocks pulling a 
sugarcane press; six or seven-year-old girl with a big sling bag hung around her neck 
in front, gathering and earning sticks to take home to burn; road construction; 
EVERYTHING done by hand; men sitting at the side of the road breaking large 
rocks into gravel, probably making from seven to ten rupees (70 cents to a dollar) a 
day. The only machine was the one putting the tar down. Small school boys earning 
books on their heads; poor, poor villages; crumbling mud walls; tiny children playing 
on the road side in the rocks and dirt; no shoes, no coats, some without pants and it's 
January and cold. Little five and six year olds tending and carrying babies. 

We stopped for Arch to dig some sugar beets and three girls about 11-12 years 
of age stood and looked in the car at me for about 25 minutes, none of us saying 
anything. One was tending a tiny baby about three weeks to a month old. It had a 
hat, dress and sweater but no diaper or anything on its little legs and it was about 55- 
60 degrees out. No wonder the infant mortality rate is HIGH here. While I was 
sitting there, one more girl about the same age and two women came by carrying 
loads of sugar cane out of the field on their heads. The bundles were about as high 
as they were tall. Talk about "beasts of burden!" The bullocks and donkeys are not 
the only ones in this country that fall in that category! 

Three small boys were playing with sticks. They lay a small stick (about 6-8") 
down on the ground, then take a longer stick (about 18-24") and hit the end of the 
small one until they get it to pop in the air. Then they try to bat it — evidently so 
many points if they hit it and so many for how far. Just proves you don't have to buy 
things in order to play. By the time we left (about 45 minutes) I had had about a total 
of 12 young people come to the car to take a look at me, some staying quite awhile. 

On the way home we stopped along the roadside to buy some cauliflower to put 
in the freezer. By the time we had finished the transaction (we bought 13 large heads 
of it for just $1.70), we had about 30 men and children surrounding the car laughing. 
Guess they'd never seen people buy so much at once. A freezer is just not found 
here in Pakistan. Neither do they can anything. I haven't seen a canning jar since I 
came! Whereas bread is the staff of life in America, tea is here in Pakistan. I saw a 
man pouring himself a cup of tea on the hood of a car, right on the curb in the 
middle of the market. Not only that, but our friend, Gypsy, gives her two-year-old tea 
to drink in his bottle! 
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January 6, 1981 [Arch] 

Went to the Fruit Fair for a few hours and listened to the Secretary of 
Agriculture introduce a coordinated program for agriculture where research, 
extension, and forestry are all linked together to get the job of agriculture done. 
Two days ago the Governor burned the ears off all agriculturists telling them they 
were lazy and were going to get busy or get fired. Of course, he is a military man and 
thinks new, improved varieties can come into existence by giving a command. 
Peshawar is calling the shots. 

Took Mom with me for a ride after the meeting and we purchased 1 3 heads of 
cauliflower for 17 rupees. A good buy, I'd say. Mom would tell you she is over the 
cultural shock but whenever she goes with me she sees things she can't believe and 
that you just can't describe how it is. And she's right. Only a movie camera can 
partially capture what we see and hear. 

I'll try and describe one scene today. As we drove down the road it looked like a 
small hay stack moving down the road. It was about eight feet high and eight to ten 
feet wide. When we got up to it, you could see a black butt and four feet walking 
down the road. As we passed, the only thing exposed from the front was the water 
buffalo's nose. The critter was unattended going home with the load. The animal 
was perfectly at ease with cars, rickshaws, motorcycles, and busses flying past but the 
buffalo neither turned to the right or the left nor quickened her pace. 

Since we've moved here I have learned the difference between a shepherd and a 
sheep herder. As we were coming home we saw a man out in front of 40-50 sheep, 
leading them home. There was no one bringing up the rear and there were no 
stragglers, but all followed four to five abreast. When someone drives, he's a sheep 
herder but a leader is a shepherd. It isn't unusual to see the shepherd carrying a little 
lamb that can't keep up. So they learn soon in life that man is their friend here. 

The pedestrians operate on the same principle as I used to when a girl started 
throwing rocks at me. Just don't move to the right or left or you might get hit. You 
are a lot safer if you don't make any quick moves when someone honks at you. 

Wednesday, January 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today was a lazy day for me. My neck and upper back are having problems 
again. I've started on medication and feel some better tonight. Arch went to the last 
day of the fruit fair and came home about 1 p.m. Then I got up (I had been resting 
all morning) and we ate lunch and then prepared for freezing our lovely cauliflower. 
We got a good 26 quart bags of it. We have more ordered. When we can't buy 
canned vegetables and can't can it, we will have to freeze what we can. 

Thursday, January 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Cleaned house today, tomorrow being our Sabbath. Cooked extra food for our 
dinner tomorrow also. Asked Nazir about the cover-all that the village women wear. 
He called them burqas. Anyway, I want to take one home as a souvenir and he's 
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going to find out how much they cost. Arch and I went shopping for groceries; got a 
supply of nuts and coconut and raisins to make a mix to serve people when they 
come in to see us. We don't serve tea like everyone else so we have to have 
something else. We soaked the raisins in "Pinky" to sterilize them, then put some of 
them in the freezer to keep them fresh. Sure do enjoy my freezer. 

Friday, January 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath day, and very special again. We witnessed a village wedding (in 
back of us) last night and today. Big gathering last night, about 100 people, eating 
and drinking tea; two huge pots brewing over a fire. Then today about five or six 
large trucks brought people again; about 4 or 500. Noise and merriment. About 3 or 
4 p.m. a brightly decorated car was brought to the gate of the mud compound and a 
brightly dressed man (groom) was escorted in and then four fellows came carrying a 
covered "bearer" (for want of a better name) in which the bride was riding. Then let 
it down and she got in the back seat with her mother. She was completely veiled. 
Marriages are arranged by parents and usually they (the couple) do not get to even see 
each other until after the wedding. I prefer the good old American way! 

Really wrote a lot of letters today to friends and relatives in answer to late 
arriving Christmas cards which we were glad to get. Better late than never. We also 
finished a tape to send to the children. Retired about 9 p.m. (Oh yes, we each ate 
about three oranges before going to bed). 

Saturday, January 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed my sheets today — a beautiful drying day. They are really concerned. 
We're just not having the rain we should be having this time of year. It will really 
affect the grain crop as most of their grain here is "rain-fed" (dry farm). Walked 
down past the little store in the corner and bought my little village children some 
candy. They get so excited when they see me come and it only costs me about 50 
cents twice a week. It's just like Christmas to them. Their little faces grin from ear to 
ear. Really cute little ones — they are so deprived. Walked on to Gypsy's house to 
thank her for the darling calendar she brought me when I wasn't home the other day. 
And of course, I took her little ones some candy. 

Saturday, January 10, 1981 [Arch] 

Another day older and deeper in debt. Today was my office day and I can 
hardly stand myself when I'm office bound. I have always had a hang-up about 
sitting in the office studying, for it seems that I'm wasting time and I should be out 
doing something physical. Because of this hang-up I have been somewhat removed 
from the good things which education by study has to offer. Because of this I have 
denied myself the opportunity of expanding my potential. Yet I often think that my 
Father in Heaven was kind to me by keeping me humble and simple rather than 
puffed up because I knew more than other men did. Heady, high-mindedness. 
When I think of the choices, the latter I would turn away from, so I thank Thee, my 
Father, for knowing my weaknesses and providing a way to work through them. 
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Tonight we read some of Paul's writings and we are beginning to understand 
what he is telling the saints. I feel this is quite an accomplishment and to know Paul 
is to love him. Our memory work is improving and someday we will be called upon 
to prove or reprove those who question the doctrine of our Lord and Master. 

Yesterday, the ninth, was our Sabbath and from our vantage point on the 
veranda we witnessed parts of a village marriage. So that I could bring all things to 
my remembrance I took several pictures. With all their well-wishers and customs I 
still prefer picking the one who I will live with for eternity. I have observed there is 
little bond between husband and wife. They don't know each other before marriage 
and have little in common after marriage. The husband goes his way and the wife 
stays at home. He has his friends and prefers being with his male companions rather 
than with his wife. 

Tonight as I was reading in Jesus the Christ. I recalled an incident where two 
men were stamping out the wheat with their bare feet. Then one with fan in hand 
would fan while the second man poured so the wheat could be separated from the 
chaff. This was a method used at the time of Christ nearly 2000 years ago. Many 
here have not emerged from the dark ages nor had the gospel light come into their 
lives therefore they still grope in darkness. They see but see not; hear and understand 
not because the Spirit is not with them. 

Sunday, January 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had a busy day today cleaning, just in case we have visitors from Lahore to stay 
tonight. Arch's boss and about 3 more co-workers are coming in and I don't know 
where they will stay. The plane gets in about 7:30 p.m. I spent much time typing my 
journal also. I'm only to Sept 15 th and already I have six pages of single spaced both 
sides for just a month's recording. Can you imagine how many pages I'll have by the 
time I get home? 

Nazir bought some under-cut beef for me today. Daddy spent the evening 
cutting it in steaks and roasts and grinding it into hamburger. We have to pay about 
70 cents a pound cleaned. Not bad, only we get tired of beef. We got a chicken 
today, too, but that scrawny little chicken - alive - cost $3.20. So you see we don't 
eat chicken much. I get kinda hungry for a weiner or piece of baloney! 

My neck is feeling a little better tonight. I've been wearing my oxfords with 
crepe soles. This floor is murder in our backs. Woops, the light went out again. 
This has been happening for the past three or four nights. 

January 11, 1981 [Arch] 

My guardian angel was with me today but my driver is giving him a pretty rough 
job of keeping me alive. But, I hope he knows I am appreciative of his efforts. As 
we went to pass a bus, it passed a bullock cart and an army truck met us half way. 
We slammed on our brakes, slid sideways and under the back end of the bus as the 
army vehicle about took the paint off the back end. It takes self mastery to keep 
from blowing my stack. I held my peace for a few miles then told my driver I didn't 
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mind if he wanted to kill himself but I wasn't ready to quit living and that he was too 
careless. 

Our bids are going too slow. We discover that the bid for bicycles is from a 
concern who wants their money before they deliver. The government requires that 
all is operable before payment is made so we are at loggerheads. It's frustrating. 

Monday, January 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy 1 st birthday to my little Cristeen! This has been a lonesome day for me. I 
just haven't had a letter from anyone since the 27 th of December. That's been two 
weeks. Hope they start coming again. If I only had a vehicle to get out of this house 
for awhile. I go up on the veranda and walk in the sun, but don't go anywhere, just 
exercise. Daddy feels so bad when he comes home and finds me blue. So I try hard 
to be pleasant but sometimes it's almost impossible. He can't do anything about it, 
although he would like to be able to! 

The lights went out again tonight for about an hour. We do our memory work 
when they go out and then if they aren't back on we read scripture by candlelight and 
flashlight. Then it's to bed early. They usually stay off about an hour or so. 

Tuesday, January 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Daddy found out one of the jeeps at Mardan that he was told he could have has 
been assigned to someone else and he will have to wait until the next load of them in 
about a month. The car is acting up today and will have to go to the garage again. 
It's just got to hang in there until that new jeep comes! Arch and I prepared and 
froze 21 packages of carrots tonight. Still a few more to do. 

Wednesday, January 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another blue day today. Am having a lot of them lately. Get so tired of looking 
out and seeing nothing but a tall concrete fence. Arch was late getting home tonight 
and it's such a long day for me when he's late. He's had to go to Mardan everyday 
this week. I worry so about his traveling the highways so much. Don't know what I 
can do about it though. The company doesn't want him to move to Mardan. 

Finally got a Pakistanian calendar - they are different - the first day of their 
week is Friday instead of Sunday! Haven't received my January church magazine yet. 
Sure hope they haven't gone to the wrong address again. Had a visit tonight from 
my four little friends (the Ali children - Sophia; 8, Sari; 7, Selma; 4, Adam; 2, and 
their mother, Gypsy). I've just got to find out what her real name is! 

Thursday, January 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

I went to the clinic about four blocks away to offer my services as a volunteer 
worker. I can walk over there and not have to depend on a car. The Dr. Johar (a 
woman doctor) was thrilled to have me. It is a women's clinic where they specialize 
in delivery of babies and such. She said she could use me to train her nurse in 
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sanitation — bathing babies, etc. Evidently the nursing profession here is not a 
desirable one — only the lower class of girls go into it and their training is very little. 
So even if you have a good doctor, you may suffer at the hands of an ignorant, 
untrained nurse! Anyway, it will be nice to have something useful to do again (I 
mean giving service). 

Our friend John Anderson who is serving as Arch's boss now came and had 
dinner with us on his way to the airport to go back to Lahore tonight. He is really a 
fine fellow; wish we could get him interested in the church. 

Friday, January 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. However, the lights went out about 9 a.m. and as of 
now, 7:45 p.m. they still are not on. So we have written letters this evening by 
candlelight. The electricity here is about as undependable as the telephone system. 

We had an interesting afternoon. About 3 p.m. our good neighbor, the widower 
around the corner, came over and invited us over to see his fruit trees and vegetable 
garden. We had an interesting talk with him and his brother who lives close by about 
the Mormon Church and Jesus Christ. The brother is showing great interest; he had 
never heard of the Mormon Church before. We are going to give him a Book of 
Mormon to read. I hope he does. I have invited them and the 15 year old son and 
his friend and the wife of the brother over to make candy tomorrow night. I gave 
them some patience and fudge for Christmas and they want to know how to make it. 
It should be fun. They are really fine people (wealthy, but really good people). 

Yesterday when I was over to Nazakets visiting with her, one of her hens came 
wandering into the living room where we were sitting. I just looked at it and said, 
"Get out of here chicken!" Nazaket laughed and said, "Oh no, she is going over 
there to lay an egg." And sure enough, she went over behind the sofa, climbed up in 
a cupboard and set down to lay an egg! I couldn't believe that she actually 
encouraged her chickens to come in her living room and lay their eggs! It's a 
different culture here all right. 

Friday, January 16, 1981 [Arch] 

I'm writing by candlelight — the power has been off since 9:00 a.m. and there is 
no assurance when it will be on. It's a good thing we have natural gas to cook and 
heat with, or we would be cold and hungry. 

The past two days have been a new experience for my peers. We have been 
holding organization and training meetings with the staff and two days ago we were 
able to avert a walkout by appealing to their better judgment and we were able to 
finish out our meeting. But yesterday Mr. Bashir Mho was conducting the meeting 
and all 50 of the employees got up and walked out. Surely some heads will roll 
before we are through. But in the final analysis 270 rupees is really not enough to 
live on for a month. 

I hope to have a proposal to give to the Director of Agriculture and the 
Secretary of Agriculture for their consideration. It will create quite a ripple in the 
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government affairs to change the pay scale; it is a National evaluation rating and it 
would require Government of Pakistan action for a change. But I figure, why not, if 
it is warranted. It's going to be interesting to see what the outcome will be. The first 
group asked me to present their grievances to the higher authorities. 

Today (our Sabbath) has been a lovely day. We so enjoy the spirit of our 
meetings and worshipping the only true and living God. We had an opportunity of 
telling about Him today and tomorrow we are giving a Book of Mormon. Maybe it 
will bear fruit. There is quite a gulf between Mohammedans and us and whether one 
can break tradition or not; time will tell. 

Saturday, January 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to the market today to try to find a purse. Not much selection. Mine is still 
good but the zipper broke. I'm just going to wait until I find what I want! 

We had our neighbor the widower, G.N. Khan, and son and brother, G.R. 
Khan, over to make candy. He's the one that lost his wife a year ago. They are good 
neighbors. We made a batch of patience and fudge. The patience was delicious but 
the fudge was a little grainy. 

Received our new Ensign and New Era today. Goody! Also, a letter from 
Charles and Brenda and Ellafair. Good to hear from someone again. Now if I can 
just hear from the rest of them. (I'm never satisfied.) Typed a report for Arch; three 
pages single spaced. Good practice. Also two carbons, which is always hard for me, 
but I did really well. 

Saturday, January 17, 1981 [Arch] 

Today has been one of preparation to meet with the Director of Agriculture and 
Secretary of Agriculture to review the Scarp Mardan progress. The problems 
generated last Wednesday and Thursday need top level attention so that walkouts 
don't thwart the work of the program. I have written an epistle for this purpose 
inasmuch as I was charged the responsibility to convey the striker's requests to the 
top level administration. Mom has typed my report which deals with the salient 
points of disunity. 

This morning we found ourselves without water and made it a matter of prayer 
and received immediate blessing of our water being restored. We thank our Father 
for his concern for our welfare. Tonight we had three of our neighbors in to teach 
them to make candy. We spent an enjoyable evening with them. 

Sunday, January 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed and did the usual cleaning today and worked on some handwork. We 
froze the rest of our carrots. This morning I walked over to the clinic to see if I 
could help with something. Dr. Johar discouraged me some, saying she was afraid I 
would become frustrated with the way things were different there than in the States. 
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She said she just couldn't seem to change these people. Asked me to watch the nurse 
bathe the babies and tell her what she is doing wrong. 

Well, I did and couldn't believe what I saw. She laid the poor little thing naked 
on a cold stainless drain board with nothing under her and soaped her all over. 
Turned her over on her hand, held her on the chest and rubbed soap all over her eyes 
and nose and head and then poured water over her and let it drain down over her 
eyes and nose (soap and all). Gravy! I was horrified! 

I bathed the next one. Laid him on a pad, gently rubbed him with soap and 
water, rinsed him and dried him and wrapped him in a towel and rubbed him in 
lotion. The doctor asked me to write down what they needed. She said she had put 
supplies in there but they just disappear. I know, however, the nurse will go right 
back to bathing them the way she wants. She's young and never had a baby of her 
own. It makes a difference. Well, anyway, the doctor said she would speak to the 
lady in charge of the school for retarded children. They really need help! 

Monday, January 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday, little Curtis— 2 years old! Have a fun day. Went to the 
International Women's Club today and they had elections. The president and vice 
president elected wanted me to be their treasurer. I was shocked! I hardly know 
them and there were about 60 women to choose from. However, one lady came up 
to me and congratulated me and said she didn't know whether I realized it or not but 
that was a real honor. They are very choosy about who they pick to handle the 
money. Most of the women (these are well-to-do, educated Pakistanians) don't know 
how to count money or handle it and two of them in the past just used it when they 
wanted something. So I guess I should feel honored. 

The big thing for today was when Gypsy introduced me to the lady in charge of 
the school for retarded children and she was so elated over the fact that I wanted to 
help and said that I was absolutely an answer to her prayers. So we'll see how that 
goes. I do hope I am needed there. 

Monday, January 19, 1981 [Arch] 

Today, according to Pakistani custom, is a holiday. I went with friends to 
evaluate their sugar beet program and made recommendations or changes I would 
make in their farm development plan. They asked, so I told them what I would do if 
it were my farm. They took my suggestions very well and gave counsel to their farm 
managers. 

I also visited the Charsadda area and saw more beets today than any previous 
day. Some of them are getting dry and still have 2-3 weeks before the water comes 
back in the canal. I can just imagine how some of them will look by that time. 

I got a picture of some lemons still on the tree in our neighbor's yard; they were 
larger than a Softball. It has been said they are larger than those grown in Texas and I 
believe it. 
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The news gives conflicting reports on the hostages. Iran says an agreement has 
been reached and the United States says some details still remain. God be willing, it 
will soon be over as tension is mounting. We heard a bombing practice this morning. 
The president keeps telling the people there is no need to fear but tension in the 
whole area is building up. Yet, personally I have had a calm and peaceful feeling 
here. I have worried about Ilene with her back aggravating again. It is too bad we 
don't have a good chiropractor here to give her a treatment or two. If he were good 
I would use his services on my neck as well. 

Tuesday, January 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Baked bread today. I can really make good whole wheat bread out of this flour 
here. Arch says it's not hard wheat flour. I don't know, but it's sure easier to mix 
down and the bread is lovely. Of course, I don't know how the white bread would 
be if it's soft wheat. Put a couple of recipes together today trying to come up with a 
cooked salad dressing. Turned out pretty good. I get so hungry for good old Miracle 
Whip — at least a cooked dressing of some kind. 

Received a letter from Lisa today, the first since the 23 rd of December. It was so 
good to hear from her again. 

Wednesday, January 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed today and received another letter from Lisa, written before the one I got 
yesterday with a note from Maurine in it. Surely brightens my day when I hear from 
my children. I received a recipe from John Anderson (a co-worker) who ate dinner 
here last week, for cooked salad dressing. Daddy and I tried it tonight and it was 
really good, so now we can have a few different salads. 

I go to the school for handicapped children tomorrow. I'm really excited about 
it. Tomorrow night we go to a dinner dance at the Khyber Hotel put on by the 
International Women's Club. It should be fun. It's going to be late when we go to 
bed tonight, all of 9:30 p.m. Wow! 

They are putting up a lot of brightly colored tents and sun shades in back of our 
house (over the wall). A big wedding we are told. Boy, we should be able to get 
some super shots of that. It's close enough to really get the colors and all. 
Sometimes they last two or three days. 

Wednesday, January 21, 1981 [Arch] 

The hostages are released. This is a good day for all mankind to have 
consummated. May it never happen again. We have read in Revelations tonight 
about what must come to pass before the end comes and many of the signs indicate 
the time is nigh at hand. May we gird up for that great and dreadful day. 

Today was a beautiful spring day. Mom had the heater off for two or three 
hours and felt comfortable. This is a type of things to come and we are looking 
forward to it. We have received another blessing the past few days. The water 
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system that didn't work was made a matter of prayer and since has given excellent 
service. We have been abundantly blessed even though we are alone and in a foreign 
country. God still hears and answers prayers. 

Wrote Charles today requesting help from family members. I hope Charles can 
prevail on his brother-in-law to grant his wishes for equipment information. 

Thursday, January 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, this wedding didn't last two or three days! It started about 10 a.m. and the 
tents were down and everything over with by 3:30 p.m. Disappointment! I went to 
the little school for the handicapped this morning. Those poor deprived children. 
There were about 20 mentally retarded children and some others were there that are 
polio victims and the therapist was trying to prepare them for special shoes with 
braces. These children come from the poor villages around here. They really need 
help. I hope I can help in some way. 

Went to a nice dinner dance tonight put on by the International Women's Club. 
We were the only Americans there and only one other Canadian couple. All the rest 
were Pakistanians. But it was very nice. Seems good to dress up and go out for a 
change. Received another letter from Lisa today — how fun. It's Mother's birthday 
today. 

Friday, January 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. It's rained all day, so it's quite chilly tonight. We've 
spent a good day with our meetings and writing letters again — seven of them. We go 
through about 20 Aerograms in three weeks, but as long as we write we get letters 
back and that's what we want. Tomorrow I am going to the market with my 
Canadian friend, Sophia Johns. She's a young person, but we seem to enjoy being 
together. We're really going to look and see what there is in that market. Take our 
time, which is something we don't get to do very often. Sure wish we'd hurry and get 
our new jeep. This car we have now is very undependable. 

Saturday, January 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had a fun time today at the market; so many things to see but, of course, they all 
cost money. At least I'm getting used to just where to find things. Bought me a new 
purse (which I needed badly) and some material for some red summer slacks to go 
with a red and white blouse. Just got to get it made now. I'm quilting some special 
pillows for each of the married girls with the temple they were married in and the 
couple's name and wedding date. They are really going to be pretty. I have three of 
them done. 

We had a real rain storm tonight. Really one of the first since we came the last 
of August and they really need it. I've got our heavy long john's finishing drying by 
the stove on a chair. Sure do miss my dryer. Went in today to see why we hadn't 
received a gas bill since moving in September. What a hassle. Guess I should have let 
well enough alone. Had to tell my story six times and then they didn't know what to 
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do. Finally decided I should come home, find the meter, get the meter number off of 
it, take it back, and then they would look it up and see what's going on. But then, 
that's par for the course. Normal for here. 

Saturday, January 24, 1981 [Arch] 

A rain yesterday and today broke the dry spell and provided the rain to the 
suffering dry land crops yesterday. We got quite a wind along with the rain today and 
our doors and windows rattled and the pipe in our canvas drape keeps banging on 
the steps. It is difficult to keep our sitting room warm when this happens. 

Yesterday was our Sabbath and we so much enjoyed the day together and held 
our meetings and wrote letters in the afternoon. It is our escape from reality and we 
look forward to our Sabbath day even though it is Friday. All the calendars start with 
Friday as the first day of the week. But I guess the Lord will accept our devotion on 
Friday inasmuch as it is the national day off. We are still trying to learn Urdu but 
believe it's a lost cause. We find too many people who speak a little English, so we 
get by. 

Sunday, January 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

My first time at the school for handicapped children. Watched particularly two 
little boys who seem to have an ability to learn. I stayed 1 V2 hours and then they 
were going to play so I came home. It's really very handy. Just around the corner. 
The only thing I can see that might prevent me from helping is the coughs and colds 
the children have. Nearly all of them are coughing and have runny noses. I'll just try 
to keep well. It's been raining off and on for the past few days. It's colder and 
muddy outside. There are no sidewalks here and gravel, muddy roads. 

Monday, January 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday Nathan! 33 years old! And what does that make me? Spent the 
morning cracking almonds. Wanted to put them in the freezer. They were getting 
old sitting in that bowl with no one eating them. Took me nearly all morning. Then 
Arch came home with some typing he wanted me to do, a rough draft of a sugar beet 
report. It took me about VA hours to type it; seven pages single-spaced. Made a 
kettle of chili (I guess). We don't have much hamburger here. We grind our own 
and then the chili powder is hot but without much flavor. Then I have to use fresh 
tomatoes cut up and I don't use many, about three with the price they are. It was 
good but I can't say it tasted much like chili! 

Tuesday, January 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my school again today. Really enjoy it. I can walk. I go at 9:30 and stay 
an hour. When they give the children their snack, I come home. I'm glad I've found 
something and somewhere that I'm needed. I washed, but the heavier things didn't 
dry so I just left them and now it's raining on them. Oh well, they needed a good 
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rain rinsing. Gypsy and husband came to visit us tonight. They are fun to be with — 
just good common people! 

Wednesday, January 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today was nicer but still chilly. Had a co-worker, Dick Westmore from 
Lahore, to dinner tonight. We had homemade beef soup and fried whole wheat 
scones, cabbage, apple and raisin salad—very tasty. He's a nice young man. It will be 
nice when the Harza employees move here; will have someone to hobnob with. 

Thursday, January 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday, five year old Tiffany and Grandma Ilene (who is only 39). It's 
been a very nice birthday; cleaned house, washed, went to my school, worked on 
some quilting, and then Arch came home with a birthday gift — a lovely jewelry box 
made of sheesham wood and hand inlaid design with copper. Lovely! Also, a 
beautiful original poem just for me. 

A friend around the corner (one of our wealthy ones) came over and wanted us 
to come over to his house for "tea". We did and he showed us his house. It is 
lovely! Then he took us in another room and showed us a Pakistanian chair made in 
the shape of a bullock oxcart. I was crazy about it. He said "How do you like it?" I 
told him I loved it! He said, "I would like to make you a present of it." I said, "Oh 
no! I couldn't!" He said, "Yes, my wife doesn't care for it and if you like it, it is 
yours." I couldn't believe it. So I now have a genuine Pakistanian chair! And was he 
surprised when he found out that it was my birthday. So it's been a lovely birthday! 

Thursday, January 29, 1981 [Arch] 

Mom's birthday and I didn't forget. We were invited over to our friend's home 
for a light lunch and he showed us his collection of dishes, stone faces, pictures, 
carvings, etc. Many very valuable pieces but the biggest surprise was when he gave 
Ilene an ox cart chair. She really loves it. I gave her a little jewelry box, typical 
Pakistani style, so today has been a good day. 

On my way to Mardan this morning the fog was thick most all the way and we 
saw the result of two bad wrecks. Here, even if you can't see, it must be a sin to go 
slower than 50 mph. Everybody does it so I have taken to riding in the back seat 
behind my driver so I will have some protection if anything happens. 

Two days ago as I was going through town I caught a scene which was amusing 
but not unusual for Pakistan. I could see a group of men far off in a circle talking one 
with another. This is definitely not unusual to see large groups of men together, but 
when I got up close I could see one of those big dumb oxen standing with its head in 
the circle taking everything in like the rest, looking as though he was talking. I 
thought of Mr. Ed, the horse, and I supposed the ox wanted to tell a few of its 
experiences. No one seemed to mind and they all appeared to be the best of friends. 
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Also, regardless of circumstances, people still have a sense of humor. Someone 
had found a rock about the size of a man's head and they took it and painted a face 
on it and draped a headscarf over it like the men do and set it by the roadside. It was 
quite a shock. It reminded me of the ancient method of torture of burying a man 
alive in an ant bed with only his head sticking out. Then on second thought maybe it 
was a man's head and they forgot to pick it up after an accident. I didn't stop to 
inspect. 

Three days ago we came upon a group of cars that had the road blocked off and 
we approached very cautiously and stopped right beside the crowd of about 30 men. 
It was still raining and I stayed in the car but my driver jumped out to help and they 
removed five dead people from the car. That same morning we saw three other 
accidents. A person isn't safe on these highways. The drivers have never driven on 
slick roads and don't know what to do when the rain gets on these oily roads. It was 
just a week earlier when we were coming home when it was raining and my driver 
told me to look and here came a big passenger bus towards us in a spin. It went 
across the road in front of us till it hit the gravel then over she went on her side. We 
were lucky to miss it. We helped get the passengers out. None was hurt seriously. It 
could have been a tragedy had it collided with another bus, which was just behind us. 
Yes, the guardian angel assigned to me must figure that he has been assigned K.P. 
duty. 

Friday, January 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath day has rolled around. We got up early and had our meetings. 
About 9:30 our friends came for us and we went to Dara, a little town where they 
make all kinds of guns. It is said they make 3,000 a day, mostly by hand. When we 
asked who they sold them to, they evaded us. Of course, we knew it was to 
Afghanistan. 

It's hard to know what to do. Friday is the only day we have off, and of course, 
that's our Sabbath and also the only day we have to go around the countryside and 
see things. We don't like to do it on the Sabbath and won't anymore. We'll just have 
to wait until spring and summer and go late afternoon after work. It's been lovely 
most of the day but tonight it is windy and cold again. 

Friday, January 30, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is the Lord's day and we held our meetings early and went with our 
friends, the Johns, for a ride to Dara and walked around the streets of town. This is a 
border town to Pakistan and Afghanistan and is a gun-making town. Making guns is 
the only industry that we saw but we saw all kinds from sawed off shotguns to pen 
and cane pistols. They told me that Dara sells and makes 3,000 guns a day. I'm sure 
most of them go into Afghanistan to the rebels. We also saw some Russian small 
mortars which had been captured and were being rebuilt to take back to the 
Mujahideens to use against the Russians. 

When we were there we saw a woman buying a sawed off shotgun. She was 
going to kill one of her feuding tribal foes and she wouldn't let us take her picture. 
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Probably by tomorrow there will be one or two less to feed. This actually happens in 
the tribal area where there is no law. 

Every day we see many of the people practicing Perdue or the practice of not 
showing the women's faces except to her husband or her immediate family (father or 
brother) and most often they never leave the house. When they do the car has to be 
draped like a hearse, so they won't be seen. The husband is lord and master and 
dictates every act she does. The woman is often a prisoner in her own home. If she 
has a cook she can't go into the kitchen and usually the kitchen door is locked. There 
are only women servants who bring the food to the family. At a very early age they 
start to cover themselves and hardly get a clear glimpse of the light of day. 

Saturday, January 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

We had an enjoyable time at a dinner party tonight. Bilqis Mir Ajani and her 
husband run the school for handicapped children. They invited us to their little 
house for dinner. (Their big house in front is still occupied.) Well, their little house 
was big according to my standards. Lovely; full of fun knick-knacks. About six other 
couples were there, all influential and well-to-do. We had a typical Pakistanian 
dinner — hot, hot, hot, but good. They (the Mir Ajanis) are very special people. He is 
retired so they are spending their time and money to organize and run this school. 
It's nice to be associated with such special people. 

Sunday, February 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

I awoke with a sore throat this morning, but gargled and went to school anyway. 
It was sunny and beautiful. The children were outside so I didn't infect anyone. 
(Anyway, I'm sure I got it from one of them — they always have coughs and runny 
noses, poor things). Came home and doctored and went to bed. Feel rugged tonight 
but I'm sure it's just a plain "cold bug" and nothing serious. It's cold tonight and we 
have the little electric heater going also. 

Jon Mian, our good young doctor across the street that gave me the cute little 
carved camel, came over and talked to Arch. He wanted to know if we would write 
Charles and see if he could help him get into the hospital there as an intern. We were 
glad to oblige; he's really a very special young man. Wish we could convert him. I 
have a beautiful red rose blooming outside the window — how refreshing. 

Monday, February 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Ground Hog Day in the States! Almost six months now since we left; another 
month and a third of our time will be gone. I stayed in bed with this throat and cold. 
It's some better tonight. Just so it doesn't get worse. Sewed up two cushions to 
stuff with this ugly cotton here for two of our chairs. Arch said when he took the 
"letter to Charles" over to the doctor last night, they were in a small room with a tiny 
electric heater and a T.V. Now mind you. They live in a huge eight bedroom/bath 
house and that's all the heat they have in it and it's a good 35-40 degrees at night and 
between 45-60 degrees days. He said (the doctor) that they've been trying for years 
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to get the gas company to hook them up, but with no success. I honestly don't see 
how these people live through these winters without heat! But they do and complain 
bitterly of the cold, of course! I would die of pneumonia and some do. And many 
babies and children die of over exposure. 

Stayed down most of today. Did very little. Would get up and sew a little then 
and again. Feeling better tonight. 

Tuesday, February 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

Much, much better today when I woke up, but afraid I did too much of the 
wrong things. I went to town to do some much needed shopping and also to go see 
the ex-treasurer of the Women's Club. I had to sit in a cold room without any heat 
for five or ten minutes and then was invited in a room where they had just turned a 
little stove on and by the time I left ten minutes later, I was chilled to the bone. 
Tonight I don't feel so good. I got some old cotton up town to make some cushions 
for two chairs. Got three of them made. Didn't have enough cotton to fill the other. 

Wednesday, February 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had a really bad night last night. Woke up with a bad, bad cough and head cold. 
Stayed down all day and started antibiotics. Arch came home and did the wash and 
helped Nazir get supper. Nazir has been good to clean and stay near to help me. 
He's a good boy. I spent the day in bed trying to write a message to be read at Lisa's 
mission farewell. It was hard to do. Thought I'd sit up for a while to rest my back so 
I can sleep tonight. Sure hope these antibiotics work as good as they did before in 
August. 

Thursday, February 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

In bed again all day. Nazir helped out in the house again. Sophia came over to 
put through a washerful of boy's pants. They are so hard to do by hand. I wrote a 
message to be read at Lisa's farewell. That's hard to do. Still have the humidifier on 
me. Feeling some better tonight. 

Friday, February 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath. We held our meeting in the bedroom so I could sit in bed and 
make sure I was warm. Testimony bearing was special again. We're getting used to 
bearing our testimony to each other. Real special. Ate dinner about 2:30. Prepared 
by Arch. Very tasty. Wrote letters. Had a visit from Gypsy and her little family. 
Very enjoyable. Feeling much better today. 

Saturday, February 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Stayed down most of the day. Feeling pretty good, but don't want to overdo. 
Harold Creed, Arch's boss, came and visited and asked us out to a Chinese restaurant 
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tonight. I decided to go. Going to take a chance. (Later) Really had a good time. 
Don't feel any worse for it. 

Saturday, February 7, 1981 [Arch] 

Traveling from Peshawar to Mardan in the rain the other day we passed a bus 
stop where there was a shelter to get out of the wet and cold. Upon approaching I 
noticed the men standing in the rain and only three sheep and one man came in out 
of the rain. Then we call the sheep dumb animals. Oh well, who cares if the sheep 
use good judgment. 

Have been preparing a report for the Secretary of Agriculture and it is ready for 
typing. Hope it meets his approval. 

Sunday, February 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Up a little more today. Feel much stronger. Harold and Arch came home at 
noon and wanted to take me to lunch at the Khyber Inter-Con. Oh, boy! Can't 
believe it. Two dinners out in 1 V2 days. Cooked dinner for Harold tonight and then 
our driver took him to the plane. We had a very interesting discussion about religion 
generally. He's really a very definite agnostic! Nazir didn't come to work today. A 
messenger sent word he was ill. 

Monday, February 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Still better today. Staying on my antibiotics. Got an invitation today to a 
"Washington's Birthday Dinner" at the American Consulate. Next Sunday at 8 p.m. 
Should be fun and different The vice-consulate came to tell us that I shouldn't go to 
the market alone for a week or two. In Karachi and Lahore two American women 
were "roughed up" by some anti- Americans. They weren't really hurt but they are 
having us stay in and out of the public scenes for a while. I don't like those kinds of 
things. Nazir didn't come to work again today. 

Tuesday, February 10, 1980 [Ilene] 

Thought I would go to my handicapped school again but thought I would give 
myself one more day. Those children pretty much always have runny noses and 
coughs. Washed sheets and regular wash today. Beautiful drying day. Spring is really 
here. Goody! Went to see Nazir in his village. Found out he had a bad spell of low 
blood sugar. Doctor has him on three medicines. Didn't look good. Thought it 
would be maybe few days to a week. I told him we'd wait for him. 

Wednesday, February 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, Nazir came this morning. He looked much better. It was good to have 
him back. Also, went to my school and helped out for an hour. I'm glad I live close 
enough to just run over when I feel like it. 
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Thursday, February 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today was the big day. We were invited by Nazaket and NuRul's to go to 
the wedding of her brother (younger). He is 29-years-old and has been working in 
Greece as an engineer. He decided he was able to support a wife now so he asked his 
brothers and sisters to find him a wife. (His mother and father are dead.) He has 
about five sisters and a brother or two living here. So they picked out this 18-year- 
old girl whom he has never seen or heard of before and a marriage was arranged. 

First we went to the groom's home. The men and women were separated 
(always.) We had a program and so did they. Ours consisted of a four-man band; 
one bongo drummer and two men that played instruments like an accordion, only 
they sit on the ground and the accordion sits on the ground in front of them and they 
play the keyboard with one hand and pump air at the front of the instrument with the 
other. Then there were two girls dancing with bells strapped on their legs under their 
shalwars. They danced and sang the same song for about an hour. Then people 
would hold a rupee over someone's head and one of the girls would dance over and 
take it. They dance sort of like our teen-agers do to disco or rock music; just doing 
their own thing. They are paid a wage and then all the rupees that people give, which 
could have amounted to about 200 or so ($20) are divided between them and the 
band. 

Well, then we all piled in busses and cars and went clear through town to the 
bride's home. Then the men and women separated again and sat and watched the 
same dance and song that we did at the other place. Just a continuation for about 
another hour. Meanwhile, some of the women would get up and dance around with 
the dancers, waving their arms overhead and imitating them. Just spontaneous. 
Whenever and whoever felt like it. Then we all got up and went "next door"; 
another bright colored tent enclosure; open at the top, and had rice and curry, fruit. 
Then back and sat down again for more the same dancing and music (?). Finally we 
all stood up, walked around the house, and filed in a room where the groom sat. 
Beside him, dressed in a red and gold silk shalwar and kameez, her face completely 
covered with a beautiful veil, head bowed, sat the 18-year-old bride. He doesn't get 
to see her face until after they are married tomorrow. 

Well, we then got in a car and went back to the groom's house. The groom's car 
was all decorated and he sat in the front with a driver and the bride sat in the back 
with her mother, still covered with head bowed. We followed their car back to the 
groom's house. Well, as the bridal car went through the gate, they had a young goat 
the men were holding and they killed it just as the car went through the gate which 
means, "May God bless this marriage." Then the groom gets out and goes in the 
house. 

The men and women separated again. They led the bride in with head bowed 
low and face covered and sat her on a bed in the back; removed her gold shoes (oh 
yes, she is adorned in gold earrings, bracelets, necklace; gifts from her father and the 
bride groom) and she sits on the bed with her feet tucked under her, head bowed. 
And all the women stand around and gape at her for a half hour or so. She never 
minds much. 
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That is when I took my leave. They were going to have more of the same 
dancing and such into the night so we came home. We are invited to go tomorrow 
when they get married and then all the villagers are invited to come eat and they say 
they could have as many as five to ten thousand to feed. We are not going to go 
tomorrow, however. Oh, yes. They have a Muslim holy man come and he goes to 
the groom (I believe they are still in separate rooms) and takes a vow from him and 
then takes the paper to the bride who signs that she is willing and that's the way they 
marry. Not even together. Very different. Give me the good old American way 
where we can pick who we want to spend our life with! 

Thursday, February 12, 1981 [Arch] 

Today I came home at 11:30 and got ready (wore a suit) to go to a wedding of 
Nuzaket's brother. I was told I could take pictures whenever I wanted so I have 
most of it on film which will bring to mind what Mom and I saw today. We arrived 
at 12:20 at the relatives of the groom and I would say some 100 people had already 
assembled and a few more dribbled in until about 1:15. When we arrived there was a 
bagpipe band there playing and dancers (men) performing for the male section and 
for the most part the men and women were separated. 

I got permission to invade the women's world and take a few pictures. When I 
raised my camera for a shot all the women tried to cover their faces. The women 
friends and relatives of the groom were being entertained by a couple of women 
dancers and a couple of funny accordian-like things and a drummer playing for them. 
They have a custom of placing a rupee on a person's head and the dancer has to 
dance in front of them before they can have the money. I was so honored. Of 
course, I didn't know what was going on so I asked NuRul's boy what goes on and 
what I'm supposed to do. Thank goodness I didn't have to perform. 

At 1:15 all the musicians paraded out to the busses followed by the wedding 
party and we traveled like a funeral procession to the bride's home where we were 
again entertained by bagpipe music, march routines, and male dancers. Then we sat 
and chatted until a lunch of rice, chicken, peas, and curry was served. I suppose 
there were 110-120 men present for lunch. They ate with the groom and after the 
men were served, the women had lunch. Inasmuch as I was a guest of the groom's 
family, they put a lei around my neck and I will keep it as a souvenir of the occasion. 

The meal was cooked in huge stainless steel pots outside and it was good. After 
all had eaten, they took the groom into the house where he stole the bride and took 
her to the groom's house. We led the group back and just as the marriage car drove 
up to the gate, they killed there in front of the car a young goat (black) and this was 
to bring God's blessing upon the union. 

The music and dancers followed in and began to play. When the wedding car 
arrived, the groom's family escorted her into the women's section and sat her on a 
lounge prepared for her to sit and watch the festivities for the next eight hours or so. 
The groom still hasn't had a chance to see who he is marrying and yet this will take 
place after the marriage tomorrow, when a religious man will perform individual 
ceremonies before each contracting party. After this agreement has been made and 
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after friends and relatives have gone home, then and only then does she unveil and 
he sees what he has bargained for. The marriage is made by parents and near 
relatives. 

Each place had big colorful circus tents up. The house was all covered with 
Christmas lights. The festivities last about three days. To say the least, it was 
different; but I like the good old American way. 

Friday, February 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today was the Sabbath again. Lovely meetings but rainy all day. Wrote 
eight letters today and still didn't get them all done. Too rainy to go for a walk so not 
much happened to report. 

Saturday, February 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, we went over to NuRul's tonight to tell them why we couldn't go yesterday 
and he told us just what happened and the sequence of things! Wednesday night the 
close family members met at the bride's home with the groom. A minister of the 
Islam faith came and talked to each one separately in different rooms. Then they 
each agreed before him and witnesses (separately) that they desired to marry the 
other (they have not seen each other yet, just a photograph.) Then he has them sign 
the book of the government of Pakistan (separately.) Then they are married 
(separately.) However they still do not see each other until the next day. (That was 
the day we went and the festivities began Thursday 12:30 noon.) Then all they did 
was sit by each other at her house. She with her head bowed low all the time. 

Thursday night after the bride and groom went back to the groom's house and 
after a few more dances and music, then NuRul said they were left alone and they 
began their life together (the second night after their actual marriage.) They really 
didn't get to see each other until after they were left alone Thursday night. 

Then Friday, the day we missed, they had a big feed again about 12:30 and 
friends and relatives came and wished them well and prayed for them. Then 
everything was over by 3 pm. Actually the wedding wasn't three full days, just one 
night, four or five hours the next day and three hours the next. (Long and drawn out 
enough.) 

It was really warm and lovely today. Spring is definitely here. We bought a box 
of Keno tangerine oranges and put them through the blender and then sieved for 
juice to freeze. It wasn't until we got them all done and were sieving them that we 
tasted it again and found out that the blender ground up the seeds and letting it stand 
awhile until we could get it all through a sieve made the juice taste some bitter! We 
tasted it after doing one batch (before it had set awhile) and it was delicious so we 
went ahead and did all of it. So, now we have orange juice in the freezer that isn't 
that good. $4.50 down the drain! Oh, well. Live and learn. 
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Saturday, February 14, 1981 [Arch] 

Yesterday was our Sabbath and of course we rested from our labors and paid 
our devotion to the Most High. I am satisfied that this is one of the reasons we have 
been so blessed not only while in Pakistan but throughout our married life. 

The lesson material is so pertinent to the times that we look forward to Sunday 
(Friday) to come when we can be together and remove ourselves from the world, so 
to speak. We spend our Sabbath in building our spiritual muscles, which must be 
kept toned up for whatever occasion. As we grow older and smarter we can see the 
real pearl of great price and that is the gospel of Jesus Christ. 

Saturday all day and half the night has been enjoyable because I have been 
studying and learning and that is always invigorating to me. One might think you 
can't learn when you get old but I'm proof that that isn't true. We are learning a new 
and difficult language and my work requires I learn about new crops which I have 
never seen before. It is a good and thrilling experience to know we must always be 
learning. 

Tonight we bought a box of oranges and made juice out of them. We didn't 
have a juicer so we used the blender and chopped them up. It really made short 
work of it but upon finishing the job we found out that we also chopped up the 
seeds, which were really bitter, so we have about VA gallons of bitter orange juice. I 
was told there would be days like this. Like I said, you are always learning; if not 
what to do, what not to do. 

Sunday, February 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Attended and assisted the school again. Those children really grow on you. 
Spent the day doing odds and ends. Went to the consulate tonight to a George 
Washington Dinner. About 20 people who visited and drank. We had sprite and 
visited. Then about 9:30 we had a buffet dinner. Bowl of chili (hot) made with just 
beef and chili peppers, I believe. Salads and custard for dessert. A very nice evening. 
Then home about 11 p.m. Late for us. 

Monday, February 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to the International Women's Club. Planned a luncheon at the Hong 
Kong Restaurant next Monday. Talked about more baby dresses (nighties) needed 
for Afghani newborn babies and also nabbies (diapers). Arch was really ill today. It 
started this morning about 2 am. Nausea and diarrhea. Vomiting about every 15 
minutes. Finally, I gave him a nausea suppository about 8 a.m. It stopped the 
vomiting but still ill and weak. Must have been food poisoning. Much better tonight. 

Tuesday, February 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

School again. Sure feeling better now. Finally got over that bad cold. Arch is 
feeling very normal now and I haven't got it so I'm sure it was food poisoning. 
Baked all day. Made cinnamon rolls, cookies, and bread. Oh, yes. Listen to this. 
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You know that freezer full of bitter orange juice. Well, I earned my keep today. I 
experimented and found my recipe for oatmeal cookies made with applesauce and I 
don't have any here and you can't buy it so I used three cups of bitter orange juice 
instead. Used all white sugar instead of part brown and presto! Delicious cookies. 
So now it won't go to waste! 

Wednesday, February 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed today. Beautiful warm day; even turned the stove off for a while. Also 
washed a couple of blankets. Then sewed on four baby nighties. I brought some 
small print cotton I found on sale in the States before leaving and I used that and 
some trim I had and sewed up four nighties. They're kind of cute, too. 

Daddy was late getting home so supper wasn't until five and I was starved. Then 
our two neighbor brothers came over to visit (the one that gave me the chair and his 
brother that gave us the turkey for Christmas.) Last evening we walked over to their 
houses (they live next door to each other) with some cinnamon rolls and they neither 
one were home so they came over to pay their respects. They're fun to visit with. 

Wednesday, February 18, 1981 [Arch] 

Yesterday we received notice from our Lahore office that an American woman 
in Islamabad and one in Karachi had been attacked by a bunch of hoodlums and 
banged up pretty bad. One of those anti- American incidents that we are warned 
about. The Consulate suggested we hold a low profile and avoid the bazaars and 
women are not to shop unattended. So we are kind of lying low until it blows over. 
The town I work in had a student uprising and it got out of hand and to slow the 
crowd of young people the police shot into the crowd. One boy was killed and 
others wounded. Mardan is rather a touchy place still. I drove right into the mob of 
rioters yesterday not knowing what was going on so we just kept moving and got out 
of there as fast as we could. It smelled like trouble and an American could have just 
touched it off. All they needed was something to lash out at. 

Sunday night Ilene and I were invited to the Consulate for dinner with some 
other 8-10 couples. It was a nice evening. We met a fellow who is a professor of 
Geology at Cheney, Washington. We had quite a nice talk. He is real nice. 

Mom and I went over and looked at a house that will be ready to rent by the end 
of May. We plan on moving to another area of town. It also is a new house but a lot 
nicer than the one we presently live in. It has three bedrooms, two sitting rooms, a 
kitchen on both floors and a living room, quarters for servants and a garage, all for 
roughly the same price. We hate moving with a passion but I hate freezing another 
winter more. I find that you can't store up heat during the summer and release it in 
the winter - so the move. 

Today I saw something that tickled me and I would have liked to stay around to 
see how it turned out. As we were going through a little town north of the river a cat 
darted out into the road in front of us with a dog just two jumps behind in hot 
pursuit. It was close enough I thought we had us a dog. They both headed toward a 
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fruit and grocery market and the cat went right up the grocery display and the dog 
right behind. The storekeeper was trying to get the dog and the dog was trying to get 
the cat and the cat was trying to hang onto all his nine lives. As far as I could see it 
was bedlam. 

Today was one of those good days because our Extension Agents are doing their 
jobs. We visited some 22 of one area and they are happy with the program. The 
farmers also like it. 

Thursday, February 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had Arch's boss and co-worker for dinner tonight before they had to go on the 
plane back to Lahore. John Andersen, the co-worker, is coming back tomorrow 
night with his wife to house hunt Saturday. The Harza office is moving here from 
Lahore the first of April. 

Friday, February 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. Then met the plane at 7:50 to pick up John and his 
wife, Connie. They are staying with us tonight. She is a lovely person about 30 years 
old. I'm not feeling too well tonight. Feel like I might be coming down with 
something. 

Saturday, February 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Connie and I went to the market this morning. We're both very leery about 
going anymore after those attacks on America women. And then there was a student 
riot at the university here and Arch and John had a time getting home about 2 p.m. I 
fixed a chicken dinner for them before they left for the airport. Really have felt 
rugged all day. They found a house or two they are considering. 

Sunday, February 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Was sick in bed all day with nausea and Arch has diarrhea. I was ill all night. 
Nazir, our servant, still isn't well. He comes to work but doesn't feel like doing 
much. Sure don't know what to do about him. Just keep him, I guess, and hope he 
comes out of it before long. John brought me an instant camera from the states and 
I really love it! 

Monday, February 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today has been another yucky day. Still don't feel good. Can't seem to get back 
on my feet. But I understand there are some who are really sick with it so I guess I'll 
be content the way I am. Awfully tired. Going to bed early. Sure wish I'd hear from 
Lisa. It's been almost a couple of weeks. Usually get one every week. I'm lonesome 
tonight. How am I going to last another 14 months? 
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Monday, February 23, 1981 [Arch] 

Still in Pakistan and we are playing the tape Deniece gave us and as it starts with 
"I Am a Child of God" I can't help shed a tear. But it ties me closer to those I love. 
Tonight Mom and I are both longing for home and family. We have to express our 
loneliness rather than keep it penned up in us to cause other internal problems. Ilene 
has been sick of the stomach for the last two days and I have had diarrhea for the 
same period of time but with luck we will get better. This is one way to lose weight 
for you don't eat so your stomach will settle. When and if you do eat you lose it. 
Like I say, it is a way to lose weight. I'll settle for that but hope to get over my 
problems soon. 

Last Thursday I sat in a meeting with the Wapda moguls and reported my 
stewardship which seemed to satisfy them. But they are asking for a periodic 
correlation meeting to help direct my activities. They ask that I pretty much act as a 
consultant rather than do the work. 

I'm reminded today by the Director of the Agricultural Training Institute that he 
is to seek my counsel and direction on organization policy planning. If only they 
knew how inadequate I feel as an Extension Consultant. But they are going to have 
to find that out by themselves and I hope I can delay that as long as I can. 

My boss from Lahore also laid a responsibility on me of reviewing and making 
comments on the production intensity and consumptive use of water on the Mardan 
Scarp project. The report has international authorized projections for water use and 
he wants me to review and make comments on the same. I think he is trying to pull 
my leg. But I guess I will make comments from information I have at my disposal. 

The group from Lahore is moving up in May and Mom and I are looking 
forward to their arrival. We need some friends who speak our language. 

Day before yesterday the students at the University went on strike and created 
havoc for about six hours. Three officers were shot and we have heard one died, but 
no students were hurt. The school was closed down as are most of the colleges in 
Pakistan from riots. Unrest is mounting and where it will take us, time will tell. 
Whether we will be able to stay out our time is questionable. The condition here is 
following the same pattern that Iran followed in 1978, which ended up in the taking 
of American hostages. We are watching conditions closely for further American 
antagonism. 

Tuesday, February 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Kathy! Thirty-seven years young. Wow! What does that make 
me? Went to an executive meeting this morning for officers of International 
Women's Club. Had Nazir walk me three of four blocks to my ride. Arch won't let 
me walk alone anymore. There hasn't been any more of that kind of incident but 
we're just being cautious. 

She said (our president, Razia) that we still needed 70 baby nighties (she calls 
them dresses because that's what they put on their newborns here, not nighties.) And 
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they still need nappies (diapers). So, guess I'll get busy and see what I can do about 
it. I'm feeling more like myself but Daddy is having trouble with diarrhea. Hope we 
can get it stopped before long. 

Wednesday, February 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went shopping this morning and took Nazir with me. Felt a little silly with him 
following me all over, but then I felt safer, too. However, through prayer the Lord 
has given me a peace of mind and I'm not afraid, anyway. Bought some muslin and 
bias tape among other things. Came home and washed it and cut out 12 diapers- 
triangle style (that's the way they do it here.) Sewed them double and put a pin in 
them. Tomorrow I plan to start on some more dresses. Should get 10 out of the 
piece of material I have. It seems so good to have something useful to do. Don't 
feel like I'm a total loss. I'm so glad I brought my sewing machine. What would I do 
without it. Probably nothing! My Urdu is coming slow. I plan to go back to school 
tomorrow. 

Wednesday, February 25, 1981 [Arch] 

Spent the day with my thoughts and trying to get something in black and white 
on organization for the Secretary of Agriculture. This is a bit out of context for me 
but he asked for it so I will give him the benefit of my thinking. I was rather shocked 
yesterday when the principal of the Agricultural Training Institute told me that he 
was to look to me in developing new approaches to a correlated program in 
agriculture. Have you ever seen a fish out of water trying to get back into his 
element? That is the way I feel and I'm just like the fish. I can't say anything about 
it. 

Three people were injured in the student riot; two have survived and one is 
reported dead. Bad news. I have still got the bellyache— wish it would leave. The 
weeks are rolling by and seems like little has been accomplished. 

Thursday, February 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to school this morning but was afraid to stay because it was chilly and they 
were inside with doors and windows closed. Have decided that I can only go when it 
is warm and they will be outside where I can be around them and not catch cold 
from the runny noses and coughs. I made a big batch of cookies today so I could 
have some on hand to take over once in a while. Gave Nazir some to take home. 

Friday, February 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Bret! Fourteen years old! I bet you'll be ordained a Teacher 
Sunday. Wish we could be there. Daddy is really down today with that darn 
diarrhea. I've taken him right off food and fed him rice water and black tea. Tonight 
he is much better. 

I wrote letters while he slept this morning. Then at noon he got up, bathed, and 
dressed and we held meetings. Took a nap and then our friend Sophia Johns came 
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by to see if I wanted to go to a friend's house that was leaving for home and was 
selling all his canned goods and stuff. Arch said he was sure it would be all right 
inasmuch as we needed things and this was the only time they would be available. So 
I went and was able to get a lot of canned stuff we haven't had since coming: canned 
tomatoes and tomato paste, pop corn, paper towels, packages of kool-aid, sour cream 
and spaghetti sauces, etc. I do hope the Lord will understand. I was so glad Arch 
was well enough to get up and administer the sacrament. It's so important for us to 
have that every week. 

Saturday, February 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Did a large wash today. Turned out to be a beautiful sunny day after all. Sewed 
on baby nighties. Went to Halif Bank with Arch and had my name put on the 
account, also. Went to Sophie's to a dinner. She had about seven couples to a 
Polish/ German dinner. Very good and everyone drank a lot but Arch and I. We 
didn't even take a soft drink. Of course, Arch is trying to get over his diarrhea. Got 
some special pills from druggist today for amebic dysentery and it looks like that's 
going to hit it. No wonder the other medicines wouldn't work. I am so careful about 
boiling all the water we use, but he said a few days ago he took a drink of water 
offered on one of the farms. I about flipped! I said NO MORE! So he will start 
earning a thermos with him. I got to feeling tired and weak and chilling. Sort of like 
I was trying to come down with something. I can't believe this. 



Sunday, March 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Really doctored myself before going to bed last night and got up feeling pretty 
good. Rested two or three times today. Sewed on little nighties again. Tonight the 
sore throat has come back so must gargle and doctor myself again. All the doctors 
and dentists in Pakistan are on strike as of yesterday. I better stay well. We're 
starting to learn a new set of scriptures on the resurrection now. Sure hope it doesn't 
make us forget the others we've learned. 



Monday, March 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Tried to go to school today. But, no one was there. Nazir pulled a doozey 
today. Nazim, our driver, came to pick me up to take me to the bazaar. And it 
wasn't quite time to go so he was in front of the jeep just looking around and Nazir, 
who has never driven in his life, decided he wanted to see what it was like behind the 
wheel. He got in our brand new jeep and turned the key. The car was in gear and it 
leaped forward. Nazim happened to jump out of the way. Nazir put his foot on the 
gas instead of the brake. He didn't know how to steer. The jeep headed for a brick 
wall of our neighbor's and hit it and knocked about six feet of a five foot high wall 
completely down. Bent the big heavy bumper on the front of the jeep into almost a 
horseshoe. 

Well, naturally I was upset. When I asked him what he was doing in the car, all 
he would say was, "I'm sorry, Memsahib." When Arch asked him why he did it that's 
all he'd say. Well, we went over and apologized and promised to fix it tomorrow. 
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Nazir and Nazim have to take the jeep and have it fixed with Nazir paying. Oh, boy! 

Our friends, the Aliens, came and invited us to go to dinner with them to a 
special place in the old city. Well, they had invited two other couples that are leaving 
and, of course, they were the same ones that were to Sophia's and they DRANK 
again. I can't believe some of these people (foreigners). They are almost alcoholics. 
It really gets disgusting. 

Tuesday, March 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

Nazir and Nazim went to town and got the car fixed. I can't believe it. It only 
cost him 30 rupees ($3). In the states it would have cost at least a hundred. But then, 
I was glad because the kid doesn't have much. I couldn't go to school because I 
didn't have a key to the gate and Nazir was gone. So I did some cleaning. 

Wednesday, March 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy 15 th anniversary, Susan and Steve! Time marches on! Spent the day 
washing and sewing more nighties for babies. Our neighbor's boy was operated on 
yesterday for appendicitis. We went to the hospital tonight to see him and I felt so 
bad. You have to furnish your own bedding and clothes. And the rooms are dingy 
and nothing is sterile and it's no wonder the mortality rate is so high. He looked 
terrible. He was in such pain and was burning up with a fever. Usually for an 
appendectomy the patient is able to sit a little the next day but this boy was sick! I 
put my hand on his head and I know he had at least a 104-105 fever. 

Oh, the deplorable conditions in these hospitals. I just pray we won't ever have 
to go. His mother, Nazaket, was still with him. She looked so tired but wouldn't let 
me relieve her. She had a mattress in the corner where she lay down to sleep 
occasionally. My heart aches for these people. They're caught in a trap. No way out. 

Wednesday, March 4, 1981 [Arch] 

Today was one of my bad days. When I first arrived at the office I was asked to 
supply four copies of my report on Production and Marketing and I said, "What 
report and what is it for?" He said, "The meeting on the 9 th with the Secretary of 
Agriculture, the Director General of Research, the Director of Agriculture, the 
Research Station Director and the Extension Deputy Director." I hadn't heard about 
any meeting so he handed me a copy. I read it and fumed a few moments, something 
like five or six hours. But tonight I feel better about it all. 

I have accumulated what instructions I have prepared on sugar beets and am 
submitting this information as my Production Report. I can just see those buzzards 
with their PhD's just sitting around picking the meat off these poor little American 
bones. That is great sport for a Pakistani. I also have a meeting scheduled for March 
14, 1981 between the organization that pays my salary and the Secretariat who uses 
my services. I think I can see a head-on collision coming and I'm the one in between, 
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but it's going to be interesting. Like liT Abner would say, "This is one fight I would 
like to watch." 

Thursday, March 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Attended my school again. It seemed good to get back to them. The children 
hadn't forgotten me. 

Friday, March 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Sabbath day again. Different day weather-wise. Sunny, rainy, blowy, sunny. It 
was our fast and testimony meeting today. Always a spiritual experience. Had a lot 
of company in the afternoon. Sophia and family came over for a visit. Then later on 
Robert (her husband) came back and got us. He has a car and we don't so he took us 
to their house. The doctor was there giving them their cholera and typhoid boosters 
so we got ours. Now next Friday we will give ourselves our gamma shots. We'll be 
glad to get that over with again. 

Saturday, March 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Boy, I hit the jackpot today. Mail, mail, mail. But, best of all, a telegram saying 
Lisa will be going to Dominican Republic, Santo Dominion Mission. Off the coast of 
Florida a few hundred miles. Great! We're really excited for her and us. Went up to 
see the neighbor boy again. He's doing much better but we found his mother, sister, 
and two brothers sitting on the floor (in his private room) cooking their lunch on a 
hot plate and eating with their fingers. Just like they were on a picnic (of course, they 
always eat with their fingers.) But in a hospital room with a sick patient that can't 
have anything but liquids? I just can't believe what I see here. 

Sunday, March 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went shopping with Nazir today. That's always an experience! Managed to get 
what I needed though. Wanted a fryer chicken. Finally found one with (I thought) 
some meat on it. After it was skinned, I couldn't believe it! I paid $3 for it and the 
legs were only about as big around as a skinny wiener. That's it. I'm through buying 
chicken. We'll just have to endure until we get home! 

I tried to get a tailor to make me a burqa (the cover-up the village women wear) 
but he wouldn't so Nazir said he'd take the material and take it to a tailor and tell him 
it was for his wife. I guess he didn't want to make one for an American woman. 
Probably knew it was only for display. 

We have an invitation to go to a security meeting tomorrow at the American 
consulate. 

Sunday, March 8, 1981 [Arch] 

Boy, I just about added one more month on our stay here and that would have 
been a catastrophe. Oh well, if all I have to do is write a different month maybe I 
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had better write April and see if that will make a month go away. Today I have been 
cramming for my seven-month exam with the NWFP wheels; The Secretary of 
Agriculture, the Director General of Research, the Director of Agriculture, and 
Deputy Director of Extension. It's going to be an interesting session to say the least. 
This takes place at 9:00 a.m. tomorrow. 

Also I have been invited to attend a Security Planning meeting at the American 
Consulate. I am asking Ilene to represent me. Hopefully, something constructive 
will come out of it. Things are breaking down here; students out on strike for an 
election and doctors on strike for higher wages. One hostage from the hijacking 
plane was murdered and a threat that for each time the Pakistan government doesn't 
meet their demands and deadlines they will kill one more hostage until all 96 have 
been killed. Things are breaking down internally and that is when a country becomes 
vulnerable from without and Pakistan is in a precarious position. Do hope we can 
read the road signs correctly before the road closes for repairs. 

Our Sabbath (Friday) always is our special day. We fasted on behalf of our 
Washington interests (reception center) praying that it be successful and a means to 
our security when we are unable to work. Also, we were invited over to our 
neighbors place for an hour or so and had two neighbor families in to visit us. It 
makes the day pass fast and makes it enjoyable. One visitor, Gypsy, came to ask 
Mom to be on the International Women's Club magazine staff. There are three 
picked so it will give Mom a chance to touch more lives. My work is sort of non- 
plus. No earth shaking or spectacular thing when things run well. 

Monday, March 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Forgot to tell Nazir not to bring a chicken from his home and here he comes 
with another skinny little feller. Twenty-five rupees ($2.50) so that's the last. 
Attended the security meeting at the consulate. Nothing new. Just saying we should 
keep a low profile at the markets. Don't believe there's any danger. America has had 
a lot of experiences getting people out, etc, etc. Well, so I guess I'll spend the next 13 
months staying home. No way. I'm going out. But, with either Nazir or Daddy. 

Tuesday, March 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Attended my school again. Did some typing for Daddy. Trying to get his report 
ready for the Secretary of Agriculture. About 6:30 I went to the consulate to a 
lecture on rugs (Afghanistan tribal). Just a charity gesture. Fifty rupees a person ($5). 
Money to go for the purchase of looms for the refugees so that they can continue 
weaving and become self sufficient again. I hope that's where the money goes. 

I remodeled one of my long dresses today. Only had it for six years. Should get 
another six anyway (the amount of times I've worn it). Just got tired of it the way it 
was. 
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Wednesday, March 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Saw a cute thing today. There's a place we can see from our veranda where men 
gather to offer their prayers five times a day. (Just a brick wall they face.) The little 
children that play around there, the ones I give candy to when I go to the little store, 
they were lined up there imitating praying. Standing in rows, bowing to the east and 
then standing and bowing from the waist. One little fellow got up from bowing to 
the earth, turned around, walloped the little boy in back of him for some reason, then 
turned back and began praying again. I thought how like some of us. We pray and 
then get up and act like little heathens to our neighbors and mankind. 

I washed and baked more cookies today. Doesn't take long to go through them 
when I take IV2 dozen to the school twice a week. But then I don't have much else 
to do. 

Thursday, March 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, little Abby. Four years old! How about a kiss? Went to my 
school again today. I think maybe I was on T.V. Anyway some men came and took 
many pictures with bright lights and a T.V-like camera. Maybe at last I've come into 
my own. Went to the nearby bazaar where I get a lot of my fresh food. It's called 
University Town Market. Not bad. Always take Nazir with me now (because they've 
told me to, not because I'm afraid.) Nazir and I cleaned and mopped today. 
Tomorrow is our Sabbath. I always look forward to that. 

Friday, March 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Friday the 13 th today. (If that makes any difference in the way the world goes 
around.) Sort of a rainy, dismal day. Arch and I gave each other our gama shots 
again tonight. I hardly felt it this time and I didn't even mind giving Arch his. Boy, 
I'm really growing up! 

My good friend, Sophia and family are moving to Tarbela, about 80 miles away. 
I really hate to see her go. I've enjoyed her so much as a friend, even though she is 
only about 30. Guess she reminds me of my daughters and I must remind her of her 
mother. Anway. . . . 

It's really amazing how we feel as though we are sitting in a large congregation 
when we hold our services. No lonely feeling at all. Just happiness. We wrote eight 
letters and rested and by that time it was time for our scripture study and memory 
work. Will retire early, about 8:30. 

Saturday, March 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed today but they didn't get dry. It has rained all day. However, they tell 
me that March is a rainy month and so we really haven't had that much yet this 
month. Received pictures of little cutie Cristeen and a letter from Charles and 
Brenda. It's such a joy to receive pictures and letters from all my children. What 
would we do without all of you? Hate to think of it. Went to the post office to get a 
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tape off to Lisa and get some aerogrammes. Still don't have any. I've got just 
enough left for next week. 

Arch came home early to work on a chart. He has a very important meeting 
tomorrow with all the "big wigs". His boss is coming in from Lahore tonight. We 
have to meet him at the airport. 

Saturday, March 14, 1981 [Arch] 

Six days have slipped away and we are six days closer to going home. You 
would think I am just grinding out my time, but not really. I just find my job 
frustrating, challenging, thought provoking, and soul searching. I have been asked by 
the Secretary of Agriculture to make a study of the Provincial Department and make 
recommendations for improvement. This is a frightening assignment for one who 
hasn't had any experience in departmental functions. "Fools rush in where angels 
fear to tread," but I said I would work on it. Many times in the night I awoke with 
the problem on my mind. I toyed with it as long as I could and realized I had to do 
something. So I started pulling things together. Changes were necessary and my only 
background was church organization. I tried to make comparisons and finally the 
thought came to me that the Services and Activity Committee approach could be the 
missing link to a successful agricultural organization. The inclusion in the Agriculture 
Department was made and the R.E. coordinator (activities committee) was drafted in. 
After completion I asked for confirmation and have felt good about submitting the 
program to the Secretary for review. Tomorrow I will know whether the material fills 
the pattern or not. But I have filled another soul shattering request from the 
government. Thanks to my eternal Father for inspiration. Without it my 
contribution would not have been acceptable. 

Sunday, March 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, Daddy had his meeting. Nothing big happened. Only they don't know 
what to do with him. The project has changed and the agricultural man isn't 
supposed to be here until four years from now. What to do. The next few days 
should be interesting. Had Harold Creed to dinner tonight before taking him to the 
airport. He's in a quandary. Doesn't know what to do. Went to my school. 

Monday, March 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I gave my big talk at the International Women's Club. Much interest was 
shown. Two ladies particularly asked for literature. I've sent to Salt Lake to the 
International Mssion for tracts. Daddy came home discouraged. Just doesn't know 
what to expect tomorrow. Another big meeting. Wish they'd decide. I gave him an 
A+ for today, though. He gave me another good permanent tonight. Really getting 
adept at it. Thank goodness. I don't know what I would do if I hadn't brought any 
with me. I haven't seen one in any of the drug stores here. 
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Monday, March 16, 1981 [Arch] 

Meetings yesterday were filled with good news and bad news and I like to take 
my bad news on a full stomach. I will talk about the good news first. The meeting 
with Wapda and the Secretary didn't cause a head-on collision as expected. I gave a 
report that I think headed off troubles in that I had partially filled the Consultant 
agreement in only seven months, which is a two-year project. I felt good about that 
part of the day. 

Second item of good news was that the Secretary wanted my services rearranged. 
I would be in a position to counsel in both extensions and sugar beets as well as 
assist the Secretary with agricultural organization problems. But after all the praise 
received, I was let down when Wapda announced that the agricultural phase of the 
Wapda project had been placed in phase two of the development project which is 
indefinitely delayed. In short, at this point it appears I have no sponsor. This always 
makes you feel good when you find out your services are no longer needed. 

Tomorrow there is another meeting with the Wapda General Secretary and 
maybe the conditions will be finalized about my employment. Even if they say, "Go 
home," I have four more days of meetings scheduled to work on a committee to 
increase acreage of sugar beets and to help organize a better coordinated Department 
of Agriculture. I'm feeling pretty low today. Maybe a good sleep and a sunny day 
might help. I was always told as a boy that the darkest hours are just before the 
dawn. But I don't worry about how dark it gets before the dawn because I'm 
sleeping during those hours. 

Tuesday, March 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today is the 17 th and there will be Relief Society parties all over the world 
(but here.) Oh how nice it will be to get back where I can participate again in those 
fun things. We had Harold Creed for dinner again tonight. I really cut my thumb 
today on a can. Therefore I am learning to write without it. Harold Creed assured 
Arch that he has a contract and will remain here until its completion, regardless. 

Wednesday, March 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Did some more baking today. Made some good banana bread. Had some 
bananas that were getting too ripe. It will sure be nice when the Lahore bunch gets 
here. We've been pretty much on our own. We had a real rain storm today. Cut me 
out a summer dress. Hope I like it when I finish it. (That will be different if I do!) 
Sounds like it's still raining out there. Still writing without my thumb. Hope you can 
read it. 

Wednesday, March 18, 1981 [Arch] 

The day passed very calmly except for a heavy downpour which was the heaviest 
since our arrival here. I have been preparing some thoughts for the Secretary of 
Agriculture at a meeting March 21 st when ways and means are considered to increase 
sugar production in NWFP. I'm probably going to be on the hot seat. AH they can 
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do is pick my brains and what I am afraid of is they will not find any meat therein, 
but my personal study questions. Some of the things they are and have been doing 
from all eternity. I'm sure they will say, "Who are you to change this people? For in a 
year you will be gone and we will not be troubled more. Leave us alone with our 
customs and habits which we have enjoyed all our lives." I find truth in saying that 
people migrate to their comfort zone. Here I find few who have the courage to 
break tradition even if you have proven it is best for them. 

Last Sabbath Ilene and I gave each other our gamma shots and we are getting so 
proficient at it that it doesn't hurt anymore. 

Thursday, March 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

My servant, Nazir is sick again. His brother-in-law came this morning and said 
he was seriously ill again. Don't know what to do. Hang on to him until he's well or 
try to find someone else. I need someone to go on errands and go to the market with 
me. 

NuRul, our neighbor, came over tonight to tell us that his son that had an 
appendicitis operation the third of March and a re-operation a week ago is finally on 
the improve. They almost lost him. We were so glad to hear it. Gypsy and children 
came over for a visit. She wasn't able to make it to International Women's Club 
when I gave my talk so she wanted to know if I had it written down so she could read 
it. I let her take it home with her. We'll walk over tomorrow and get it. 

Friday, March 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath of meetings. Not a lovely day outside though. It has 
rained continuously ALL DAY. So we busied ourselves inside all day. Which has 
been enjoyable. Had meetings, wrote letters, rested and read our Sunday School 
scriptures for next week. 

Friday, March 20, 1981 [Arch] 

Another lovely Sabbath. It is so enjoyable to hold our meetings and enjoy the 
association of the Spirit this special day. It is the sustenance by which we endure 
from week to week. Also spending a full day with Ilene is and always has been my 
joy. She is a great handmaid of the Lord and a very choice and cherished wife. Little 
does she know the great spirit she possesses. I'm honored that she is my sweetheart, 
my love and companion and my helpmeet. May God bless her always. 

We always enjoy a brief respite wherein we can, as it were, talk to our children by 
letter and admonish them and leave our blessings upon them. 

Again, we share with Lisa the great excitement and joy of her mission call. We 
pray for her success. Charles's response to Dr. Jon Man's request for help has made 
a strong and lasting effect for good on one who had befriended Ilene and me in a 
time of our need. We are grateful to Charles and Brenda for their kindness. 
Tomorrow I humbly face those of the government who are seeking ways to bolster 



Saturday, March 21,1981 [Ilene] 



125 



the declining agricultural situation by seeking ways to increase acreage and 
production of sugar beets. May the Lord's blessing be with me. 

Saturday, March 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Arch attended the meeting of all the government officials in agriculture today 
and had a presentation to give. Felt very good about it. The Lord is really helping 
him teach and train these people. They are listening to him and trust him. This 
makes him happy (and me, of course.) Nazir came back to work today. Feeling 
much better. Sure wish he could stay that way. He's a good servant. 

Sunday, March 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went shopping with Nazir and Nazim (the driver) today. Among other things 
we went to the old city to a fruit market we were told about. Said it had good fresh 
apples, oranges, and bananas. So we finally found it and bought a box of what we 
thought were red delicious apples. Well. They may be but they are nothing like 
Washington apples. But then, we'll have to eat them anyway. Ho-hum. 

Arch went to another meeting with the same group today and enjoyed it again. I 
wish I could do something to feel as fulfilled as he does. Tomorrow is a big 
Pakistanian holiday. Pak day. The anniversary of their freedom. We'll stay home. 
They are expecting demonstrations. People wanting elections again. Better not leave 
the house, I guess. 

Received some letters today. Are from Brenda and Charles telling us about Vern 
and Kay Smith and Paul and Vicki Sampson being lost in a plane somewhere 
between Arizona and Provo. When the letter was written they had been lost eight 
days in the mountains of Arizona; cold and snow)'. We are really sick about it. They 
both have large, young families. Certainly pray they have been found safe. 

Sunday, March 22, 1981 [Arch] 

Attended two sessions and was picked to be Chairman of the Government 
Agricultural Committee for the expansion of the sugar industry with particular 
reference to sugar beets. When you go as a guest and wind up chairman of the 
committee, it would indicate I must have spoken out of turn. After they officially 
made me a committee member then they ask if I would be the Agriculture 
Committee Chairman. Oh well, it will take up some time and who knows, maybe I'll 
learn something. 

Anyway, I am to tour the Swat-Khazara area to study whether sugar beets can be 
grown as a summer crop there. I am going to be gone for three days and am taking 
Mom with me for the ride and company. It will be a break. It is scheduled for 
March 26 th , 27 th and 28 th . We will stay at the rest house on the way. Abdul Rauf, the 
sugar beet researcher at Mardan will give me the guided tour. The 25 th and morning 
of the 26 th of March I am to help in a coordination seminar for officials of the 
Department of Agriculture — it's going to be interesting. With all the meetings with 
government officials I still haven't had an occasion to wear my tux yet. 
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Monday, March 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today is a Pakistanian holiday, Founders Day, and we have to go on a tour for 
the Secretary of Agriculture on Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. So we are using 
today for our Sabbath this week. Sure hope the Lord understands why we have to do 
a few of these things. Anyway, we've enjoyed His Spirit here today. Lovely meetings 
as well as a lovely day. Sunny and bright. We wrote letters and did the usual things 
we do on the Sabbath. Probably will retire early tonight. 

Monday, March 23, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is Founder's Day, a holiday, but we have been asked by the Secretary of 
Agriculture to map a survey and study of the land northward for sugar beets and we 
will not be able to observe our Sabbath. So we have taken this holiday for our 
Sabbath and have paid our oblations unto the Lord and partaken of our sacrament 
upon this day which we, of necessity, declared holy unto the Lord. We pray it will be 
accepted holy unto him. Although there are only two of us we thoroughly enjoy our 
meetings. We are enjoying peace and contentment in the land even though we are 
away from our loved ones. 

Tuesday, March 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to an executive meeting this morning for the International Women's Club. 
It was warm today; felt so good. The company has found us a new driver. Nazim 
just wasn't satisfactory. Didn't like to work overtime when we needed to go 
somewhere and we had good reason to believe that he was on drugs. Interviewed the 
new driver tonight and was satisfied. He's about 35 or so. Family man who speaks 
and understands English. Which was something else Nazim didn't do. Anyway, sure 
hope he works out. Received a packet from Maurine and Nathan with information 
on the Chatelaine and a tape. Boy, did we enjoy it. 

Wednesday, March 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my school today. Washed bedding and did some sewing. Arch is taking 
me with him on a tour to Swat, a beautiful little valley about 100 miles from here and 
then up further north. We'll be gone three days. He says that while we're gone we'll 
see the second highest mountain in the world; 19,000. . .some odd feet. It will be 
colder in that country so I'm taking my long johns (that I just took off a couple of 
days ago!) We're going to start a tape for Nathan and Maurine tonight. 

Wednesday, March 25, 1981 [Arch] 

Attended a coordination meeting — talks were good but I wager that it will be 
talk wasted. That's the way it is here; all talk, no one does anything. Tomorrow we 
travel to the mountain country. We will see the second highest mountain in the 
world before we get back. I am going to have the best traveling company one could 
have. I'm taking Mom with me. 
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Today I changed drivers and each new driver has to put his dent in my new car. 
This driver is no different — he took the paint off my front left fender going out of 
our compound gate. I'm beginning to believe there aren't any good drivers; no, not 
one. Well, maybe one, me. 

We bought a lot of delicious apples to really save money and get our fill before 
they go bad. The first layer was okay, but between the first and second layer was four 
inches of packing material. I'm also satisfied there are rocks or sod in the bottom to 
get the weight, but that is the way it is here. Any time you can dig a pit for your 
neighbor, do it. You might get a big kick out of watching him break his neck when 
he falls in and if he doesn't break his neck maybe you can step on his fingers when he 
tries to get out. Oh, that's all right he would do the same to you if he could. 
Everyone admits you can't trust anyone and the more I'm here, the more I believe it. 

Thursday to Sunday, March 26-29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just got back from a four day tour with Arch. I'll try to cover what we saw and 
felt. First, my heart goes out to the masses of poor living mostly in mud huts, 
grouped mostly in villages. But, on our trip we were in the mountainous area and 
they were living up the mountain sides on terraced ground about V2 acre apiece 
raising rice or wheat or mustard seed oil, grazing a few goats and sheep. Maybe a 
donkey or water buffalo living on practically nothing, walking along the highways 
herding a donkey or two. Little children doing this, carrying heavy loads of twigs and 
branches, weeds, etc. home to have to burn so they could keep warm and cook their 
japaddies and rice. Sad little faces. Women carrying big pans and kettles of stuff on 
their heads and babes in their arms. Faces covered and only eyes peering out. Old 
men with large loads of wood on their back. They walk leaning completely over in 
order to carry it. I felt so terrible riding along in a good car (not a comfortable one) 
when really they were the ones that needed the ride. 

I jotted down a few things I saw and I'll just list them here: a water buffalo 
pulling a load of logs, running to make it up an incline with one man hitting him on 
the legs and one in the back pushing him; tiny girl about 2V2 or three carrying a large 
bundle on her head; bunch of children playing in a pool of muddy, dirty water all 
without clothes, having a ball; a man turning a big water wheel like an animal usually 
does; a little girl making cow cakes to dry was being heckled by bigger boys. She 
picked one up and hit him on the head with the messy, runny thing; little boys, nine 
or ten, carrying heavy bundles of logs on back, leaning way over to walk; little burros 
with large loads of rocks and wood seem to be very obedient; little children, IV2 to 2, 
playing in water and by ditches of water, also playing on top of their mud huts that 
are build like daylight basements in the side of the mountain. They live on top of 
these in winter because their houses are cold and the warm winter sun warms them 
on top. You can see their cooking pots and fires and beds out on top. We saw a girl 
drawing water for what looked like a Jacob's well (as described in Bible history.) All 
the farm work is done by hand: plowing, a bullock pulling a forked stick, planting by 
hand and harvesting by hand, weeding. We saw children pulling the tare out of the 
wheat. Women seem to have a sort of different life. They work hard washing by 
hand, carrying loads of water and working in fields but there isn't much to do in the 
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houses; very little furniture and you will see them sitting holding their baby by the 
wayside or on top of their house, sunning themselves. 

The thing that I just can't get over is the hundreds of men milling, talking, 
laughing, drinking tea and sitting in the little town markets all day, every day, from 
sun up to dark and after. You never see a woman. I was a rarity every time we drove 
in. If I didn't get out children and young men would stand around the jeep and look 
at me. I'd have to say that Pakistan is a man's world. . .and a lazy one. 

The children seem to have it over the older people in SMARTS. We saw several 
boys 9-12, that had made homemade things like a low flat wagon on tiny roller skate 
wheels pulling their load of whatever while the older people broke their backs 
earning them! One boy had made a wheel barrow (2 sticks across with a piece of 
cloth or leather in a pouch and a carved homemade wheel. He pushed it with his 
load. The load I saw was rocks. I saw a cute thing outside a mud hut. In the sunny 
morn a man was brushing the back of his big ugly, dirty water buffalo and the buffalo 
would raise his head and act just like you and I do when someone is scratching our 
backs. There seemed to be a lot of love there. A man for his beast and visa versa. 

We had to go over a mountain range to get to SWAT. And it was a scary, hairy 
trip. The roads here are terrible. Just barely two lanes and sometimes not even that. 
Well, of course, on the mountain it was worse and I mean it was HIGH and scary. 
Then they were doing road work and these slap happy bus and truck drivers don't 
have the sense they were born with and you were afraid of meeting one on the wrong 
side of the road on the corner and you on the outside. And to make matters worse, 
there was a bus that had gone over the edge and was lying down there below. 
Needless to say, I was grateful for prayer and a careful driver. Our new driver is very 
cautious and careful. 

There are no bathrooms facilities for women. Men don't need any. They just 
squat down on the side of the road, but what to do about me. We'd get up and leave 
about six in the morning and of course, I'd have to go to the bathroom a couple of 
times before we'd shack up for the night. Well, the other fellow (a Pakistanian) 
would go into a hotel and ask to use a bathroom. One of them we went up steep 
stairs and when we got to the top there was a big room of beds. The boy took keys 
and unlocked a padlock and, lo and behold, a toilet in the floor (the squat kind). 

Well, I managed and it was better than a service station we went to. He said yes, 
he had one and pointed to the back. I went around and there was a partial brick wall, 
three sided, head high and a cement floor and stuff all over the floor. That was it. I 
stepped carefully, closed my eyes and nose, and finished as fast as possible. Oh, yes, 
there was a bucket with a board over the top, but from the look of the floor and the 
odor, I didn't dare take the board off. Well, needless to say, it wasn't a fresh pause, 
but it was needful and refreshing! 

The rest houses where we stayed weren't too bad, but cold, no heat. Had to fill 
a bucket and flush the toilet and we just took spit baths; no hot water or tubs. A 
shower that sprayed the whole bathroom so we didn't use it. 
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Well, we are home, safe and sound, and looking forward to a hot shower and a 
good warm bed tonight. Thank goodness for the Lord's blessings, a safe trip, and a 
good home to come to. And especially the blessing of being born in America to 
parents that loved us and taught us the gospel and a good way of life. A good 
husband and wonderful children and grandchildren. Truly my cup runneth o'er! 

Oh, yes, the trip we took the second day was something else. After talking to a 
couple of men, Abdul had the driver turn off the main road onto a mountainous road 
(to take a short cut). We traveled about an hour or so on a narrow, narrow, rutty, 
bumpy, rocky road (cow path) pretty much all alone and high, high up. Very, very 
scary. I was about a nervous wreck by the time we got down in the valley and a little 
disgusted to think he would take us over a road like that to save a few minutes and a 
mile or two. 

And I was really upset when that night he told us (in a bragging tone) that he had 
been advised very strongly by the two men not to take that road through the 
mountains. First, because it really wasn't passable and second, the mountain men did 
not like foreigners and would probably rob us or kill us. But, he told them that he 
had prayed to Allah that morning and he would protect us and anyway, he was a 
Pakistanian and he would take care of us. I was furious. What right did he have to 
put our lives in jeopardy? I told him that I'd always been taught that life was precious 
and the Lord expected us to be as careful as we can and use good common sense 
when we'd been advised against something and that God helped those who showed 
good sense. I felt like saying, "For your information, it was our God who took care 
of us, not Allah!" But, I restrained myself and let that suffice. I wonder what he 
thought a little puny man like him could do against many mountain men with guns? 
Thank goodness for prayer and numerous guardian angels again! 

Sunday, March 29, 1981 [Arch] 

We are home from a 600-mile journey and I guess we could say we are none the 
worse off except my fanny feels like hamburger, my neck is getting stiff and my 
stomach was beginning to rebel against Pakistani food. And the only bathroom 
facility is wherever you stop. So with Ilene along it was embarrassing to her. We did 
try and find a hotel where Mom and I could go to the bathroom. I rode in the back 
of a jeep with the top so low that I couldn't sit up straight and every time we hit a 
bump I hit my head on the top of the canopy (metal). After about 32 hours of that 
on Pakistani roads I say you are ready for the meat factory. 

The first day we traveled to Albaltabul and by 7:30 we were able to find lodging 
in a rest house. All accommodations were taken by government military officials 
because that day they had a display of strength parade and every wheel showed up 
and were it not for one man canceling his next two days stay, we would have all slept 
in the jeep. The next day we got off to an early start at 6:30 a.m. and toured the 
Montserrat area. I was there to determine whether a factory could be placed there to 
good advantage and raise a summer beet crop. 

Well, it is up in the mountains and the snow-capped peaks were beautiful but the 
area was too small to establish a factory in such a limited area. However, if they 
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would block off that river that runs down the middle of Hazara District and put a 
lattice of canals throughout the dry land area it could be very productive for cane and 
beets. 

On the 28 th we left our room at 5:30 a.m. and drove to Swat, which is another 
mountain valley that we visited to learn of the potential for summer sugar beets. On 
the way you have to go over the Milikind Range of mountains and there is a dug way 
for six miles and the road is narrow and being repaired. In some places there wasn't 
room to pass a car and, by the way, they don't have good guardrails on the side of 
any mountain road. If we had slipped off the road we would have rolled down the 
side of the mountain for V2 to 3 A mile. I was just doing great until I saw a bus that 
had gone over and that just unnerved me and for the rest of the way over the top and 
down the other side I sat there in fear for myself and for those that went over the 
side and rolled part of the way down the mountain. We never learned what 
happened or how many got killed. Best we don't know. But this came the day 
following our other mountain trip. 

As we were visiting potential places for beets we could take a cut off road and 
reduce our travel some 15-20 miles. Of course, our guide didn't ask our opinion and 
we were like dumb lambs led to the slaughter. He inquired and upon getting 
direction we took off on a graveled road. That is no big deal but we hadn't gone very 
far and we found rockslides, which were on the road barely leaving sufficient room to 
pass. In a couple of places the moisture in the roadbed caused about half of the road 
to slip off into the canyon below. We went past that - no big deal— but all the time 
the road was getting narrower and as we hit the bottom of the canyon the floods had 
taken the bridge out, so in the good old jeep we forded the river. No big deal. Then 
there was no more graveled road and no place to turn around and no way to go back. 
We had gone past the point of no return and a big mountain facing us. That was a 
big deal. 

For the next 5-6 miles up we followed a trail - over the edge it was thousands of 
feet down. You couldn't pass a car if one came but I would suppose we could have 
lain in the bottom of the canyon for weeks or months and never been found. Like I 
say there was no way but up! The trail got muddy in spots from the spring runoff. 
Well, to shorten a 10-12 miles trip that took two hours, we arrived in a valley town 
with knots in our stomachs and white knuckles - completely unnerved and 
exhausted. Without a doubt the worst mountain ride I have ever had or even hope to 
have. 

But the next day was a cat of a different color. There were busses going up and 
down the dug way with reckless abandon. Passing on curves and going uphill. They 
violated all the 10 commandments of the road and I'm sure with nerves of steel never 
realizing they could be next. We made it through both ordeals and are home safe and 
sound, but exhausted. 

As we traveled through one little mud hut village I saw three boys about 10-11 
years old heckling a little girl about the same age mixing straw with cow cakes. I 
guess she had taken all she could take and she took a cake in hand and just slapped it 
on the head of her heckler. I think that brought a stinking experience to a halt. 



Monday, March 30, 1981 [Ilene] 



131 



Monday, March 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

It seemed good to be home again safe and sound. We are anxiously waiting to 
hear some news of Kay and Vern Smith. We are praying that they have been found 
safe and sound. Did a big wash today and cleaned. Nazir had taken good care of our 
house, but it had been raining all day and it's really DAMP out there. However, I was 
able to get the clothes dry under cover. Worked on my dress. I do believe I'm going 
to like it, which will be a change. 

Tuesday, March 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my school today. And then two of the Pakistanian teachers came over 
to visit. Well, we did and they just stayed. It was 12:30. Last time they came which 
was just before we left, I gave them some 7Up and banana bread. Well, they finally 
stood up to go and the younger one said, "Do you have some food? I'm hungry." 
Well, I couldn't believe it! I said, "Well, I don't eat at noon, not until three or four, 
but I'll see what I can find." I took out some leftover soup and she said, "I don't 
want that." I said, "What do you want?" "I don't know," she said. So I fixed them a 
cheese sandwich and had Nazir fix a cup of tea. I sat them down. I can't believe 
these people sometimes. Well, I decided that if they come again and ask for lunch 
I'm going to say, "No. I'm sorry. I'm not in the restaurant business. We don't eat 
until later so you better get on home and get yourself some lunch." 

We were told that they were like that but this was the first experience I'd had. 
Had some new people come in to see us, the Atkinsons from England. About our 
age and very enjoyable. I'm sure I'll enjoy her as a friend. Then I cleaned beans to 
put on to cook. They are all kinds mixed together. With everything in them from 
large striped beans to tiny, tiny black ones; hay, straw, rocks. You name it, they have 
to be sorted and cleaned one by one. It took me a good hour to clean a batch. Oh, 
well, what else have I got to do at 8:00 p.m. 

Wednesday, April 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Made chili today. Very good. Then went to town and did some much needed 
shopping. Arch went with me. Picked up my first batch of pictures from my new 
camera. Very good. I feel good about it. And it's so easy to use, too. Got a batch of 
spinach and it took Arch about an hour to clean it and wash it. He said it was sugar 
beet leaves but they sell all kinds of things for "spinach" here. And sugar beet leaves 
makes delicious spinach. 

Thursday, April 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy 11 th anniversary to Nathan and Maurine! It's been cloudy most the day 
and is raining again now. We've had a rainy March (and April). It's supposed to 
really get hot in a week or so. It gets warmer every day. Made a batch of refrigerator 
ice cream tonight. Hope it's good. Tomorrow is the Sabbath again and it's fast day. 
Sure comes around faster each month. That's good! We counted up tonight and we 
know where to find 40 scriptures on apostasy, restoration, Godhead, and resurrection 
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that we've memorized and the Articles of Faith plus all the books of the Bible and 
Book of Mormon and we review all of this memory work about every night. At least 
five times a week. We're really proud of ourselves. 

Thursday, April 2, 1981 [Arch] 

Nathan and Maurine have been married for eleven years. Oh, what blessings the 
Lord bestows upon them who diligently seek him. Seven lovely children who are 
more precious than silver or gold or fine gems or jewelry. May they continually be 
blessed with peace, happiness, and harmony in their hearts and home. That the 
union entered into shall be blessed with love, companionship, trust and fidelity, and 
that their increase shall rise up and call them blessed. Happy Anniversary, kids. We 
love you and you are very precious in our sight. 

Today has been quite routine, but I realize I have been blessed in that thoughts 
come to mind as I prepare for the Provincial Sugar Committee review; that I might 
direct the program that these good people might be benefited. 

Our driver, Taza Gul, is proving successful. Mom likes him and he is very 
attentive to her needs for which I am grateful. It is very essential that he be a 
protector in my absence. 

Yesterday I had occasion to talk briefly to the Field Assistants on the importance 
of their work and tried to lift them up. That is about all I can give them (hope). 
They receive from 290 to 425 rupees per month. Not really enough to keep life and 
limb together. 

Friday, April 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

It's now 7:30 p.m. and its 7:30 a.m. in Salt Lake City. Conference time! Oh, 
how we'd love to be there, but not this time! We had another lovely Sabbath day 
with good enjoyable meetings. Before going to bed tonight we will read some of our 
scriptures for next Sabbath's Sunday School lesson. We're also listening to the 
beautiful tape of hymn music. We've written eight letters including our monthly 
family letter. 

The months go by; eight have gone by now. Only 12 to go! Still think of 
Kay and Vern Smith and the Paul Sampson's, wondering if they were ever found. 
We dedicated our fast today in behalf of Lisa that she might be able to make the 
transition into a lady missionary easily and with joy. She is so thrilled (as we are) with 
her call. Wish we could be with her to go to the temple and be at her farewell. But 
then we can't do everything we want in this life. We're just happy she has a call and 
wants to serve the Lord in this capacity. 

Friday, April 3, 1981 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath; and it was as usual a lovely day. The Spirit has been with us and 
the evening is approaching and we are playing our church music tape and it takes us 
back to when we sat and listened to the kids singing "I Am a Child of God". Now, 
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as then, it causes a lump in my throat and tears come to my eyes. I think it is one of 
the prettiest songs and message I know. Now the music has changed to, "Come, 
Come ye Saints," and I am ashamed to think I complain of being away from the 
saints a short while when those for whom the song was written left loved ones who 
had died along the way from hardships, sickness and sorrow. Oh Lord, forgive me 
when I complain. 

Today, as we studied our priesthood lesson, a story told reminded me of the 
circumstances of my Father's death and that when the priesthood brethren heard of 
his death they congregated at the farm with all manner of equipment and before his 
burial all of the crops were planted. I thought how fortunate we are for the 
priesthood and the church. 

We have really learned to appreciate our association with the church and its 
members. I've often thought, "What is this experience preparing me for and am I 
going to pass the test?" I hope when I return there will be a job awaiting my arrival. 
I guess you never miss the water till the well runs dry, but I've missed the opportunity 
of Church service. I've had the opportunity of talking and counseling in my work, 
but it isn't the same. So, I think both Ilene and I are looking forward to being with 
the saints again. 

Saturday, April 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

I keep thinking of Salt Lake and conference. Just dreaming. Had our friends, 
Sophie and Robert Johns, and two boys over for dinner tonight. They are going to 
Tarbela to live. The movers came today. They have been good friends. I'll miss 
them. We had TOUGH chicken again although I paid $6.00 for two scrawny ones. 
Never again! It's beef from now on. Went to the dental clinic. It wasn't that bad 
really. A lot cleaner and more organized than the hospital and medical clinics. The 
doctor checked my teeth and gave me an appointment to come back the 22 nd for a 
cleaning job. That department was called "conservation." Different, huh? 

Sunday, April 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to the school today, then cut out another summer cotton dress and did 
some typing for Arch. My back and chest has been hurting today. Sure hope I don't 
have another bout like I did in November. Guess I'll retire. 

Sunday, April 5, 1981 [Arch] 

Oh, how I wished that we could go to conference, but alas, we will wait for the 
conference report to review it and happenings. I was talking with my friend, Allen 
Wray, and he said he believed that the way of life in Pakistan would not change until 
they accept Jesus Christ as their Savior. That has been my feeling since we came and 
one other made the same observation. It's a sad commentary when there is no 
integrity among most of this people. We are continually told that you can't trust any 
Pakistani so it's a country lacking in national honesty and integrity. 
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Monday, April 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, conference is all over, I presume. We'll be anxiously waiting for the 
Ensign with the conference reports. Received a letter from Susan. It's always so 
good to hear from the children. Also a letter from Nathan and one from Maurine 
and Marlayne. It was really fun. 

Tuesday, April 7, 1981 

Went into the bank and cashed my first dollar check today. Had to have some 
money to start buying souvenirs for the children. Found a really nice market where I 
can get things quite a bit cheaper than the furniture stores. Really glad to find it. 
Should save me quite a bit. Arch found an old truck seat and had it covered and 
bolted down in the back of the jeep so now we have a good seat to sit on in the back. 

Wednesday, April 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Did some cleaning today and some shopping. Been doing quite a bit of typing 
for Arch. They just don't have competent typist here in the offices. I'm better than 
they are and I'm not that good. Sure glad we brought that typewriter with us. It's 
getting warmer each day. 

Thursday, April 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my school today and remodeled some dresses. I've lost so much weight 
my clothes just hang on me. Sure feels great. It's very warm today. Guess we're in 
for summer now. Had visitors again tonight. Gypsy and her children. Also went 
over to the house where we plan to move in June and got information for the rental 
contract. It's sure going to be much nicer. Smaller and more compact. I hate the 
idea of moving, but am looking forward to the change. 

Friday, April 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. Warm; 90 degrees! But the Spirit was here with us and 
our meetings were great. Cooked some steak for dinner and they were so tough we 
put them back in the frig and I'll make soup out of it tomorrow. We talked about 
plans for the home we want Nathan to build when we get back and even drew a few 
sketches. Wrote nine letters. Keep thinking of Lisa and realize that she only has a 
week before she goes to the temple. Sure wish we could be there to go with her. 
Glad that her sisters, Kathy, Susan, and Deniece will be, though. I'm so homesick to 
see all of them. How am I going to last another year? 

Friday, April 10, 1981 [Arch] 

We have been reading about Moses and Aaron and the children of Israel in the 
wilderness and my heart goes out to Moses trying to spare the children of Israel from 
the wrath of the Lord for their murmuring against Moses, Aaron, and the Lord. If 
the people would only be obedient the Lord would bless them, but they would not. 



Saturday, April 11, 1981 [Ilene] 



135 



And as many as would not died of the plague or were swallowed up in the earth. I 
wonder how many today are awaiting the judgment of God and I wonder whether I 
am pleasing Him by my actions. How long will we rely on the arm of flesh and "how 
long halt ye between two opinions." We have felt His comforting power here in this 
wilderness of men (Pakistan) and wonder when the people will hear His voice and 
change from the traditions of their fathers and serve the Lord. We petition the Lord 
in their behalf but we have not saved one soul. May God's patience be stretched out 
until the day that they reject the missionaries. Bless and magnify us that we might be 
an example unto them until the day of their repentance. 



Saturday, April 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

A normal day of work. Really been tired today for some reason. Hope I'm not 
coming down with something. I haven't been sleeping too well lately. It's really 
getting warm; days now and nights. 



Sunday, April 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my school again. Really enjoy those children. Arch came home today 
all shook up. Saw a terrible accident on the highway coming home. A truck and 
trailer passed another car and hit a busload of people head-on. People killed and 
injured. There are practically no effective laws on the highway here. The truck 
driver who was responsible ran away (that's what they all do!) 

Did some typing for Arch again. I'm sure keeping in practice with my typing. 
Wish I could say the same for my piano and organ (still haven't found one to rent.) 



Monday, April 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just eight months ago yesterday we left home. Seems like eight years but I keep 
telling myself, "This too shall pass." We had a first today; we received a Christmas 
card in the mail from LuDean and Ken Earl from home and it was mailed the 16 th of 
December 1980! Beat that one if you can. 

I bought 4 kilos (10 pounds) of beets today to make beet soup to put in the 
freezer and ended up with about 18 quarts. That should be enough for a few days! 
I'm tired tonight. It's getting hot days and nights now, but then I like heat better than 
cold. Can't complain (or shouldn't.) 



Monday, April 13, 1981 [Arch] 

Today I met with a German delegation representing the U.N. to study the rural 
development of the Swabi and surrounding areas. This area is one of several in the 
poppy growing business, which is illegal. The study will evaluate the impact of what 
would happen if the law was enforced and what would the socio-economical 
ramifications be. I will be touring the area on the 20 th and 21 st to aid in the 
evaluation. 
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Today I also prepared a beet review and divided it into fortnightly training 
schedules that tomorrow will be taken to the translator to prepare for circulation to 
the 160 Field Assistants for training information. My extension program suffered a 
setback today when they assigned three A.O.'s to act as subject matter specialists and 
also carry on their other work. Preposterous, absurd and just a technique to silence 
me! 

Ilene has got my driver on the tea wagon - and he hasn't drunk tea for five days. 
He is having withdrawal symptoms, but we hope he makes it. 

Yesterday we saw the remains of a bus and truck transport and trailer crash. 
Almost head on. Five people killed and 35 injured and eight in very critical 
condition. The bus was literally totaled out. Not even good junk. If I had my way 
there would be a crackdown on traffic violations, but you can't catch a violator when 
you are on foot. Law enforcement is a farce. Today five Russian warships were 
sighted off the coast of China. Glad that Reagan is back in the White House. 

I have been asked to attend the Governor Day at the Extension Research farm 
on Friday, the 17 th . They want a peon to answer questions the governor may pose. 

Tuesday, April 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Chad and Keith; 10 and 9. What fine young men you are 
becoming fast! It's been hot here again today but then I suppose we can expect that 
from now on. Been thinking about Lisa and Kathy and the last minute things they 
are doing these days (especially the finals Lisa is taking). You all seem so far away 
(and so you are!) The Lord is so good to us. Protects us and gives us peace of mind. 
My days are long, some of them, but He comforts me and I'm happy. I remember 
the 14 th of April last year. I was to Maurine's and Nathan's and watched her make a 
darling cake for the boys. They got wrist watches. I believe the cake was in the 
shape of a missile (or something like that.) 

Wednesday, April 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

It's been cooler today. I baked bread and it's delicious! Arch has been home 
part of the day working and getting reports ready. How I enjoy having him home. 
But that can't be every day. Got word today that we can accumulate our vacation 
time and so we will and should be able to leave on Lisa's birthday next year. A year 
from tomorrow! 

Thursday, April 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday (21 st ) to Lisa! Would sure like to give you a big hug and kiss! 
But you'll have to wait for a year and a half. Darn! I'm sick with another bad throat 
and cold. Yuk! I've been feeling so well it just couldn't last. But I'm doctoring; 
that's all I can do. Didn't go to my school because I didn't want to infect the 
children. Anyway, I didn't feel like it. I've just played lazy all day. 
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Friday, April 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

So today at five Lisa goes to the temple. We're so proud of her and her desire to 
go on a mission. Today was our Sabbath and the Governor of NWFP decided to 
look the experiment farm over so Arch had to bend the Sabbath and go to Mardan at 
noon. We did get in our meetings but we don't like him to have to do things like that 
on our Sabbath. And to make matters worse, Arch says he's nothing but an 
uncultured so and so. Doesn't care what he says to people and belittles them in front 
of others. Places himself on a pedestal. And on top of that, he's completely ignorant 
of farming practices, etc., etc. Well, thank goodness Arch doesn't have to answer to 
him. He works with the Secretary of Agriculture who is a very refined gentleman. 
My cold is no better so had to start on antibiotics again. Thank goodness Charles 
sent some with me. 

Saturday, April 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Becky! Nine years old! I'm no better today but I'm sure the 
pills will start to take effect. Keep thinking about the fun time you're having at 
Kathy's and Dick's. Sure glad, though, that most of you could get together. Charles 
and Brenda and us will just have to wait till next year (hopefully.) Went shopping for 
a few things: a zipper, a button or two. You have to go to one place for one and 
another for the other things. What a drag. But then they don't know any different. 
Made some good white bread day before yesterday. Just remembered that tomorrow 
is Easter. Happy Easter everyone! It was a fun day today. I heard from three of my 
children. You're all so faithful. We really appreciate it. And, oh, yes. Happy sixth 
anniversary to Brenda and Charles! 

Saturday, April 18, 1981 [Arch] 

Time sure slips by. If you want it to go away it won't, but if you want to get a 
certain job done in a hurry, the hours just aren't long enough. And that's the way it's 
been lately. I'm preparing for the Provincial Sugar Commission meeting and am to 
give a paper on the agronomic aspects of expansion. Time is running out. 
Tomorrow I am meeting with the expansion personnel and going over an outline of 
work since we have three different staff members. Things should start to take shape. 

Yesterday I broke the Sabbath. I was asked if I would attend the governor's visit 
to the Jamra Farm to answer any topics that might be asked by the governor. Well, it 
wasn't worth the time and effort. I can't stand the governor's insolent ways. I get 
mad every time I think about him and to think he is a governor. No wonder no one 
loves this country. 

I have been the Coordinator for the Sugar Commission Report and a Dr. Miau 
of University of Peshawar is supposed to be a contributor, but do you think I can get 
anything out of him. He just sits on his duff and cusses his subordinates but won't 
do anything himself. So my work has been frustrated. People over here get PhD 
degrees so they can sit on a throne and holler at peons and receive great honors. I'm 
shattering that image. I'm asking for action. 
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Ilene and I enjoy our evenings together. Right now she is fighting another sore 
throat. I worry about her when she gets sick over here. We are so thankful for the 
Lord's hand in her health. Today it was 93 in the shade. We are running our 
overhead fans almost continually. It helps. 

Sunday, April 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

What a strange Easter this has been. Never a mention from anyone. No ads, no 
candies, no new clothes, no church services. Nothing to indicate this was the most 
important day in the eternal lives of all people. The Savior, Jesus Christ, overcame 
death and atoned for our sins. What a momentous occasion. I, for one, am very 
grateful! I am feeling much better tonight. Sure hope I'll stay on the improve. 
There's 12 hours difference between here and Salt Lake. Lisa will be having her 
farewell at two in the morning! 

Sunday, April 19, 1981 [Arch] 

Fooled ya! I'm back. Today was a good day. I got home without getting killed — 
maybe tomorrow. Riding these roads is more hazardous than playing with dynamite. 
Yesterday we were following a bus with a truck behind it and the truck decided to 
pass. He didn't care that another car was coming toward him; he tried to pass in the 
oncoming cars lane and couldn't make it. Everyone threw on their brakes, including 
us. The car and truck were right in front of each other. The driver in the car jumped 
out and looked in the truck and recognized the driver and said to him, "If you 
weren't my friend I'd get my gun and shoot you. From now on, you aren't my friend 
and the next time I will kill you. Now get out of my way before I forget you were my 
friend." This is the kind of law they have in the Pathan Country. 

Monday, April 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Attended my International Women's meeting today. It was a lovely flower 
display contest. Some very lovely arrangements. I've just got to learn to do that. 
There's plenty of flowers here. It's been cooler today. Nice rain for a few minutes. 
I'm feeling much better, too. Been thinking about my children all traveling home 
today after their reunion. Pray that they all make it safely. 

Monday, April 20, 1981 [Arch] 

Held a top level training meeting for the Extension Service, the second in two 
days. We are stepping up the program. We have three subject matter specialists 
assigned and today was their orientation meeting. 

I am getting good support from the top level leaders. Now to get my Field 
Assistants confidence. Went to Jirseback Research Station to get corn reports. 

Yesterday as I was returning from Charsadda I went past a section of road that 
they were putting hot tar over the road bed for a seal coat. They had four men with 
dustpan brooms (hand brooms 1' long) sweeping the dirt and dust off the road 
before covering it with rocks. The tar truck pulls a tank with a fire under it. They 
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put tar in and get it boiling hot; then they spray it on the road with a hand pump and 
through a single hand-operated nozzle. Poor people have poor ways. 

Today I traveled as consultant to three CEIA members viewing the proposed 
Scarp Mardan Expansion. When our tour was about ended we went to see the Takht 
Bai Monastery ruins. We drove as far as we could then hiked up the side of the 
mountain to the ruins which are said to date back to the 6 th or 7 th century A.D. The 
foundation and some of the walls are still standing, but the statues have, except for a 
few broken pieces, been removed to the museum in either Peshawar or Karachi. 
Some of the mountain combers are still finding small carvings. We were asked to buy 
one on our way down from the monastery, but it is against the law either to sell or 
buy because they are automatically the property of the Pakistan government. 

The building is about 1500-2000 feet above the valley floor and it takes about V2 
hour climbing time to get there. In the basement are meditation rooms that are 
about 7x9 feet and totally without light. It was cool in there but what you saw 
wouldn't cause your mind to wander. They charged us 8 rupees for our car that will 
be used to restore the place. It was quite a sight to see, but more interesting to let 
your mind wander and imagine what took place there. The place was almost like a 
small fortress and few men strategically located could ward off great numbers of 
men. It also showed the form of religion in those early days. They were idol 
worshippers and there were many coves in the walls where idols carved from stone 
by man's hands were worshipped. For a bunch of men to be isolated from society 
isn't my idea of worshipping. 

Tuesday, April 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Don't go to school this week. They're having a week's spring vacation. Started 
sewing on a little blouse. I guess I don't really need it but haven't anything better to 
do. Sure wish I was home to help get Lisa in the MTC day after tomorrow. But I'm 
not! We're waiting for the contract to come from Lahore so we can get our new 
house tied down, but haven't heard from them yet. Went over today and measured 
windows. I'll have plenty of drapes to curtain it with. Got more letters today. That's 
fun. It's been cool today. Felt good. 

Wednesday, April 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to the dentist today. It was a dental clinic in the university. Had my teeth 
cleaned by a lady intern. She did a real nice job. Have to go back Monday and she 
will polish them. I had a first today. I had to use a glass that had been used by many 
others before me. But they think nothing of that. They just fill it with different water 
for you. I was careful not to swallow any water and when I got home I really rinsed 
my mouth with Listerine. I'm sure I'll live, though. Otherwise she was very clean in 
her work. 

I asked how much; at first she wasn't going to charge. I told her I wanted to 
pay. She went to her supervisor and came back and said, "20 rupees" ($2). I offered 
her 50 rupees. She said, "No. Twenty rupees is plenty." I really appreciated it. At 
home (with a sterile glass) it would have cost me about $20. Nazir and I had to take a 
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tonga there. Usually there is one on the corner but today we had to walk about three 
or four blocks and then we shared one with two women in burqas. The one put it 
down over her face and turned her back on me, afraid I might see her, I guess. The 
other left her face uncovered and smiled at me. 

Thursday, April 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, Lisa went in the MTC today at 9 a.m. I've been thinking of her all day. 
The beginning of a new life for 18 months. I know she'll be a good missionary. I 
have the makings of a new cold tonight. I'm sure it is the result of the public glass I 
had to drink out of yesterday. I'm still on antibiotics so maybe it won't get bad. 

My neighbor, Nazaket, came over again tonight with her sister, daughter, and 
niece. We talked for awhile and then she told the niece to ask me something. I had 
on a dress and had shown them the two new dresses I'd made for summer (Nazaket 
had asked me to show them.) The niece looked a little silly and then said Nazaket 
wanted to know what American women wore under their dresses. I told her 
underwear and a petticoat or slip. That seemed to satisfy her. It surprised me that 
she didn't know. I hope she didn't think we wore nothing under. Well, she knows 
now. She keeps telling me how she thinks American materials are so much prettier 
than Pakistanian, but I don't think so. They have beautiful materials here. The only 
trouble is everybody dresses alike (same style) and I think that's what she objects to 
(subconsciously) and I don't blame her. 

Friday, April 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today was another beautiful Sabbath. My cold is no worse so guess I'm going to 
be able to ward it off. It's been lovely outside also although we've stayed in the 
house. We've only had to have the overhead fans on and no air conditioner. We've 
written our letters (7). It runs between seven and nine each week. Takes about 2Vi 
hours but its fun. There's been another village wedding in the back here and guns 
shooting off all day. It surprises me that more people don't get shot accidently. 

Friday, April 24, 1981 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath. It's good to rest from our labors and worship Him who made 
heaven and earth, the sky, the deep, and the fountains of water. To show our 
allegiance by partaking of the sacrament and to be lifted up in spirit so that we have 
strength to face each new day. We have held all our meetings which takes us 3-3V2 
hours and we enjoy the presence of the Spirit in our meetings. 

We also establish communications with our family on our day; writing to our 
children, grandchildren and our brothers and sisters and family. All in all, it's a 
special day for us yet I realize that tomorrow I must leave my place of refuge and 
face trials, tribulations, pain and poverty, and can do little about it. It's heart 
breaking. 

The life style here is patriarchal dominated and a family, regardless of family 
numbers, lives and works together for the good of the whole. To convert would be 



Sunday, April 26, 1981 [Ilene] 



141 



to convert whole families with the father being the principle target. People here are 
subject to great social pressure and they are more concerned in being one of the 
group at the expense of personal welfare, than to be an individual and stand on 
his/her own two feet. For this reason missionary work would need to be by tribes or 
families or none. 

We receive our church publications which we read from cover to cover and it 
keeps us up on happenings in the church, which we appreciate. The articles and 
stories are a great inspiration to us. Life would get pretty dull without them. 

Things are getting to be pretty mundane because five days have slipped by and I 
don't remember what happened. So I refer to my work schedule and read. The 25 th 
I was assigned to the extension task force for the Provincial Ag Seminar. The 26 th 
and 27 th I represented the Secretary of Agriculture at the meeting of Provincial Sugar 
Commission at the Khazara sugar mill. Yesterday I traveled to Mardan and met with 
the sugar research botanist to prepare a sugar report. Today I am trying to write 
three chapters for the update of the Provincial Sugar Commission report. This is a 
first since 1956 and I find that the problems then are still with us. I don't know why 
I'm trying to project these people into an era 20-30 years before their time. But I've 
got to leave a goal for them to work towards for the next ten years. 

In a discussion yesterday I was told that subversive elements are diligently 
preparing for a free election. My driver likes to talk and told me things which 
indicate trouble ahead. The Afghani migration the past three days has seen a whole 
tribe of 20,000 families move into Peshawar. The consensus of opinion is that India 
will move in on Lahore and Russia will march on Peshawar as a coordinated 
communist bloc takeover in 1983. But other subversive activities will precede such a 
movement. Military activity has been on practice maneuvers and would indicate an 
alert. Trying times are all around us but we feel the security only the gospel of Jesus 
Christ can bring. 

Sunday, April 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

Received word that our lease on this house is until August instead of June. 
However, we are paid until June. Went to see our landlady and she released us from 
July and August so we could take our new apartment. But we must have a chowkider 
here day and night for those two months until her husband gets home from America 
because she lives twelve miles from here. Went to the airport and picked up Dick 
and Pat Westmore who will be moving here from Lahore next month. 

Monday, April 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

Dick and Pat stayed with us last night and today. They are both chain smokers 
and drink tea and coffee but are really nice kids and it will be fun to have her close to 
go shopping with. She really likes the home they had arranged for her and she has 
two little girls. I went to the dentist this morning to have my teeth finished (they 
polished them.) Only cost me 40 rupees for the two appointments. They did a nice 
job, too. Dick and Pat left at seven to fly back to Lahore. 
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Tuesday, April 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Washed and cleaned today. Was supposed to bake bread but forgot. Started to 
remodel one of my long dresses (the one I bought for Deniece's wedding six years 
ago.) Hope it turns out like I plan. (If it does, it will be a first!) 

Wednesday, April 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, little five year old Trent! Sure wish I could give you a big hug! 
Did some typing for Arch. Seems like all he does is write reports and type them. I 
finished my dress and I really like it. Was I surprised! Then helped Arch write up his 
expense account for the month. He meets with the accountant the 2 nd for an 
accounting. It's going to be late when we go to bed tonight (all of 9:30). 

Thursday, April 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

The day before another Sabbath. The usual cooking and cleaning to get ready. 
The days are getting hot but we stay quite comfortable with the large ceiling fans and 
air conditioning. We walked about a mile to our "new home" to sign a contract to 
rent it as of June 7 th . Our landlady is a very lovely personable person that I relate to 
very well. I know we will be good friends. We're fasting this evening and in the 
morning— dedicating it to Lisa and our reception center. 

Friday, May 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath with 3 1/2 hours this morning of meetings. Our 
testimony meeting was especially special. Both of us expressed our love and gratitude 
for our wonderful children and grandchildren. You are all such a joy to us— and also 
a strength. We are living in a very upsetting situation here. War all around us— 
turmoil inside the country. And yet here in our own world we live in peace and 
contentment. We are truly blessed. 

Saturday, May 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another busy day of typing for Daddy. He has so many reports to write and no 
one (but me) to type them. I really don't mind. He's doing a great work here for 
these people; this makes me a part of it. We are going to Islamabad Monday and 
Tuesday for Daddy to meet with the Minister of Foods and Agriculture. Taza— our 
new driver— says he's driven for an American family there so he can take me to all the 
"goodie" places. They claim they have a super market and a carrier market. I'm 
anxious to see just what it's like. 

Sunday, May 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well-we had an earthquake last night! I'd gone to bed early (8:30) and Daddy 
stayed up to finish some reports. I had my earplugs in and so I didn't hear him come 
in to go to bed. I was just in the Twilight Zone when my bed started to gradually 
shake and got worse and worse. Then I heard a big noise (with my earplugs still in) 
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and I hollered at Arch just as he came through the door from the bathroom and he 
said he could see the cement floor actually "wave". It lasted for about 30 seconds. 
The paper said it was over a six on the scale. They claim we had a smaller one four 
days ago (11p.m.) and they say this is a "first" for here. (I hope it's a last also). No 
loss of life and just a few old buildings in the old city fell down. 

More typing today and washing and packing. Nazir will stay here day and night 
until we get back. He is such a good, reliable, honest servant. We don't worry when 
we leave. 

My little ones down on the corner that I buy candy for when I go to the bank 
run up and shake my hand now and try to talk to me. We do pretty good inasmuch 
as we're speaking different languages. I'm going to take a picture of them one of 
these days. They are so cute. (It's 95 degrees today). 

Sunday, May 3, 1981 [Arch] 

Have been to Mardan and conducted an extension correlation session. I think 
the Pakistanians rate me as unusual. In the meetings they hold everybody talks at the 
same time. They want to be heard so before long everybody is hollering at the top of 
his voice and nobody is listening. When I conduct my meetings, I won't allow more 
than one to speak at a time and I ask them to speak softly. It has a shocking effect 
on them. I think it's taking effect on the Dy Director who is the worst of all. But the 
meetings are short and productive. I stick to an agenda and ask that comments be 
brief and to the point and then summarize what we've accomplished and they like it. 

Today I gave them a new concept of handling men who were violating the work 
code. I used the bishop's court and plugged their management staff into it and told 
them how it functioned and suggested they use it. 

Last night we had the second earthquake in less than a week. This one rated a 
six on the Richter Scale and lasted for 30 seconds. It really scared me because I 
heard the rumbling before I felt the shake. I ran into Ilene who was in bed to see 
what had happened. By the time I had gone five or six steps I realized the ground, 
house, and everything was moving. It was really an eerie feeling. But at no time did I 
feel our safety was in peril. This has been a choice experience to have the assurance 
that you are being protected from harm and danger. 

Today as we passed through the town just east of Peshawar I saw a man tied by 
the neck and waist to a large pole which had been planted for the purpose and his 
arms were outstretched with ropes tied around his wrists and tied to stakes driven 
into the ground. What was going on I couldn't determine, but whatever it was it 
drew large crowds of onlookers. Some type of punishment I suppose; but what, I 
don't know. 

Tuesday, May 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, yesterday, the 4 th , we left about 5 a.m. to go to Islamabad for two days. All 
in all it was a better trip than the one to Luat and vicinity. The rest house where we 
stayed was called the Still Lodge and was very nice. Islamabad is a very modern city— 
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the newest in Pakistan and the capital. I felt almost like I was in the States. Large 
beautiful modem buildings, wide paved tree lined streets, modern cars, taxis, and 
busses and men standing in line, waiting to get on a bus instead of bunched up and 
pushing to get on. Really, these men were civilized! If I had first gone to Islamabad 
for a while I'm sure I wouldn't have been ill with culture shock. I could have come to 
Peshawar then and been able to orient myself gradually. 

But then just 10 miles from there is Rawalpindi, a town more primitive than 
Peshawar. We rode over there to shop some and I couldn't believe the mess the 
traffic was in. It was as bad as our old city here; everything going and coming at will 
regardless of lanes or lights or policemen. I tried to take a picture of it, but I know 
the only way you could get a true picture would be to take a moving picture of it. 

Before we got home to Islamabad a terrible rainstorm came and hail beat the top 
of the jeep. We learned that Peshawar had one also and that it was worse. However, 
I have decided that I will not go on a trip again until we get some cars here from 
Lahore to ride in. That jeep is too hard on my back. Absolutely no springs or shocks 
and these roads are nothing but ruts and holes. 

We bought us a chain and little table with inlay of camel bone; not expensive— 
$8.50 and $10. It is our 38 th anniversary today and that was our gift to ourselves. I'd 
like to record some of the prices of goods I found there that I didn't buy. Large can 
of orange-pineapple juice: $4.80; small package of 100 paper napkins: $3.50; small 
bottle lemon concentrate: $1.80. Needless to say, these were not among my few 
purchases. It takes just three hours to drive to Islamabad. It was good to get home 
again. Nazir had taken good care of the house although the terrible wind and rain 
had slammed and broken a bathroom window. 

We saw thousands more refugee tent villages and many, many caravans of 
camels and mules earning belongings of Afghan refugees with them walking along 
beside. Poor homeless people. Pakistan now has over 2 million of them here, most 
of them within a 40-50 mile radius (around Peshawar). You can tell them from the 
Pakistanians because the men nearly always wear a large turban on their heads and 
the women wear long skirts. 

Wednesday, May 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

A busy day washing and cleaning. Had a good night's rest but felt tired all day. 
It takes awhile to recuperate. It was good to get out of the house and refreshing to 
be in a modern city again. 

Thursday, May 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Started cleaning out drawers and cupboards trying to sort and pack away some 
clothes and things we won't be needing (and never have since we came). The new 
home we're moving into is a little smaller and not so many closets and shelves. 
However, it won't be a problem. I really spread our things out here. We're getting 
anxious to move. It will be about three weeks now. Haven't received much mail the 
past two weeks. Got a welcome letter from Kathy today telling about their reunion 
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and Lisa's farewell. I had to cry a little. Oh, how I would have loved being there! I 
hope the next day or two brings LOTS of LETTERS! 

Friday, May 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just got back from a walk where we called on two friends but one was not home. 
The other had company so we didn't go in, but it was a refreshing walk— a little 
sprinkle of rain and 72 degrees— nice. We had another Sabbath of spiritual lessons. 
Really do enjoy our Sabbaths. Think I'll write some in my history tonight. Almost 
got that up-to-date again. Wrote seven letters again today. 

Saturday, May 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Chilly again today. Unusual weather for May, they say. Got four letters today. 
It was fun reading them. Lisa expressed how she enjoyed the temple and was really 
enjoying the MTC. She said she was changed to the Puerto Rico San Juan Mission 
and that her language was coming along. The Lord is really blessing her. 

Went shopping and bought me a pair of sandals for Mother's Day tomorrow (in 
America, not here.) Also went to the new house to measure windows and when I got 
home I took the list out of my purse and, would you believe, I laid it down 
somewhere and though we have looked EVERYWHERE I can't find it. So, I'll have 
to go back to the house and measure again. Sure hope old age isn't creeping up on 
me! 

Saturday, May 9, 1981 [Arch] 

Today we received letters from Sue, Deniece, and Lisa and we thrilled from their 
report of their doings for a send off for Lisa. We are anxiously awaiting the tape to 
thrill and cry a little with joy. We were surprised that Lisa's field of labor has been 
changed but know that He who it is who calls the shots has the foreknowledge to act 
in righteousness. 

Today a young man ran into my jeep while it was waiting for a light to turn. This 
is the third such accident in a little less than two months. Let's hope that lightning 
doesn't strike again in the same place. 

Sunday, May 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today is supposed to be Mother's Day in the States, but not here— just 
another day. Started sewing new cotton pants and blouse to wear to the market this 
summer. I wear cool dresses here at home, but have to wear pants at the market so 
have had to make some cool ones. Also did some more typing for Arch on another 
report. He's getting good at writing reports and I'm getting good at typing. 

Really lonesome and homesick tonight. 
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Monday, May 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday little 4 year old Tara— have a run day! Just a year from today we 
will be leaving for home— how will I ever last another year? But I'm sure with the 
help of the Lord I can and will. Been cleaning out cupboards and drawers getting 
ready to move. Just three weeks now. I'm going to have Arch give me another 
permanent the last of this month before we make the move. Our Lahore co-workers 
should be moving up in a couple of weeks. That will be nice. 

Monday, May 11, 1981 [Arch] 

Today I spent the day with myself working on the Sugar Commission Report 
and find I can still enjoy my own company. Yesterday my association with other 
noted dignitaries from Germany was anything but harmonious. I found them 
teaching false doctrine which was very disturbing to me. However, when discussion 
was had, they were very contemptuous, but I had to uphold what I knew to be truth. 
In short, yesterday was a bad day. Thank goodness for our study period to improve 
my attitude. I can testify that the gospel can bring peace into one's life. I admonish 
you to give it a try. 

Tuesday, May 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Spent the day finishing my new blouse. Turned out pretty good. Now I have 
two cotton pant outfits to wear to the market. Measured curtains and decided which 
one had to be taken up and which ones let down. Each day is getting hotter. I'm sure 
by June it will be HOT! 

Wednesday, May 13, 1981. [Ilene] 

Spent the morning running errands and shopping. By the time I got home and 
put it all away, it was time to cook dinner. Then we ate and I spent the rest of the 
afternoon typing for Arch again. Arch pasteurized the cream and butter I bought. 
That's a real job, but it's better than spending $3 a pound for butter (and they've 
never heard of margarine here.) I went to a medicine store to see about a 
decongestant for my sinuses. They gave me Dristan and I gave him a 100 rupee bill 
and only got 25 rupees back! Which means that I paid $7.50 for one bottle of 
Dristan! Brother! Never again. I couldn't believe it. I went to the little medico store 
next to it and asked for some decongestant tablets and he gave me some Sinutabs, 30 
tablets for 6.25 rupees (62 cents). I'll try them both and see what the difference is. 
Regardless, I am not going to buy Dristan again. 

Wednesday, May 13, 1981 [Arch] 

I stayed home today to have access to my beautiful secretary. Together we 
worked hand in hand to get a report out which will go to the Mnister of Production 
for the Pakistan Government. I just have two more days before it is to be submitted 
and I am so grateful for a wonderful wife who will correct my mistakes and do my 
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typing. I'm truly indebted to her. The day has been warm but when it gets too warm 
we turn on the air conditioner. It's a real boon in this country. 

Mom has a problem with her tailbone and needs to go see a doctor. Her first 
experience was too traumatic so that she would rather suffer until she gets home than 
visit a doctor. I think she will finally decide to go. 

Since discovering that my dysentery was caused by dairy products that weren't 
pasteurized I have acquired the art of pasteurization, both of cream and butter. I just 
processed a batch of both today. We are beginning to get enthused about moving to 
a new home. It is going to be nice. This place, although new when we moved in, was 
made by unskilled labor and from the owner's own design. It surely lacks the master 
craftsman's touch. It has an open stairway to an open veranda. It's a wind tunnel, a 
mosquito runway, and a dust catcher. We will be glad to move. 

Thursday, May 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Spent the day (morning mostly) typing, typing. He finally finished up tonight. 
It's quite a pressure on him, but I believe he's finished for a few days. Ended up with 
about 40 typewritten pages of report and good, too! It's been a long evening for 
some reason. Some days are longer and lonelier than others, but time marches on. 
Received a sweet letter from Maurine today telling about their hurried but wonderful 
trip to Utah to Lisa's farewell. Also about Nathan's back problem again. I worry 
about him. Also received a nice Mother's Day card from my Deniece. All the 
children are so thoughtful of us. We truly are blessed! 

Friday, May 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had some lovely meetings again this morning for three hours. Took a good nap 
and fixed dinner and then, as usual, wrote letters home. Went to visit a couple of 
friends. It was about 100 degrees outside. Got home about 5:30 and ate watermelon 
(pretty good) and am now writing in journal; a typical Sabbath day here in Peshawar 
What would it feel like to go to church again? (nice!) 

Friday, May 15, 1981 [Arch] 

The sun is setting in the south and the Sabbath is drawing to a close. We have 
held our meetings faithfully and visited friends. We were glad to get back home to 
our air conditioner and solitude. We love our Sabbath, to be together and share such 
a lovely spirit in our home and to break from the worries of the work-a-day world 
and from having poverty constantly before our eyes. We have not turned away 
beggars empty-handed even though our token contribution is small. We always try to 
keep a pocket full of coins for that purpose. Whites are their favorite touch. Begging 
here is a thriving business. 

Saturday, May 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had a young couple come by tonight looking for a house. We referred them to 
the other apartment in the duplex where we are going to move. They seem like an 
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awfully nice couple. Hope they take it. Received another letter from Lisa. It's so 
good to hear from the children. 

Sunday, May 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to town and got some camel seats we'd ordered for the grown children. 
They are really darling; very lovely. Packed them away in boxes. Got to order 
jewelry boxes for my little girls now and think of something for my little boys. I 
know we have another year, but if anything happened that we'd have to ship out of 
here in a hurry, I'd have them. 

Monday, May 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to my International Women's Club today. Had a speech contest. It was all 
right but I get so provoked. It was supposed to start at 10 a.m. and they goofed 
around and didn't even start until 11:15! It was after 12:30 when we got out of there 
and I had to rush home and cook dinner. I've felt really rugged today. Hope it's 
nothing serious, just the blahs! Certainly glad we have fans and air conditioners. 
Hot- Hot Hot! Finished hemming all my drapes tonight. Ready to press them and 
have them in the new house in a few days. 

Monday, May 18, 1981 [Arch] 

Ilene is coming down with something. She has felt rocky all day with a bad 
headache. I really feel bad when this happens because Ilene doesn't want medical 
help and so far, with the Lord's help, we have pretty much been able to stay out of 
the hospital, but my heart sinks whenever she get run down. Tonight is one of those 
times. 

The weather is getting warmer all the time. It gets around 90 now and it will get 
probably 20-25 degrees warmer before it starts to cool off. We are thankful we have 
air conditioners. Our move to our new location is getting near and we are looking 
forward to the home, but not to the move. Our friend, G. Nabi Khan, visited us this 
evening. Says he is starting a glass business. We wished him well. 

Tuesday, May 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

Baked bread today and pressed all my newly hemmed drapes. Took a nap and 
feel much better today. Arch and I went down to the corner with our cameras and 
took pictures of the dobi using one of the big irons and the boys making roti (bread). 
Of course, had to buy my little ones some candy again. My camera refused to work 
(for the first time) and when I got home I found I had set it wrong. But we're hoping 
Arch got some good ones. It was a little darkish. The sun was behind some dark 
storm clouds. I'll have to stop another day and take mine. 
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Tuesday, May 19, 1981 [Arch] 

Left for work at 6:10 a.m. for a fortnightly training session with about 60 of our 
extension officers. I gave a discussion on the roll of nitrogen on sugar beets and held 
a noisy bunch very intently. Those who were selected to be subject matter specialists 
took 12 minutes between them. I would have been a short meeting without me. On 
the way to the training session we saw an old nag that was overcome by the heat and 
ready to give up the ghost, lying in the middle of the road. They just pulled the 
harness off and got another horse and left that poor old thing in the road to die. I 
hoped it would die soon. Things are different here. They didn't have the courtesy to 
pull the animal off the road and shoot it. The cars, busses and trucks would just go 
out around it. 

I offered 50 rupees to the Field Assistant who could produce the best field 
notebook by the 1 st of September. Mom feels better tonight. 

Wednesday, May 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Can't say I've really accomplished anything today; a little washing, a little sewing, 
a little sleeping, and a lot of boredom. Sure hope I find something useful to do 
tomorrow. Didn't get the mail today so don't know whether there was any or not. 
Sure wish that tape would come and also Lisa's picture although we've about given up 
on that. If there was something useful to do when we got there I would go with 
Daddy when he goes to Mardan, etc. But I'd just have to sit in a hot car all day and 
at least I can sit in a cool room at home. 

Wednesday, May 20, 1981 [Arch] 

Helped teach about 50 extension workers today. It is gratifying when they pay 
me honor by listening when they don't the others. 

Ten more days in May and we will start moving to our new dwelling. We are 
looking forward to this and a chance to look out upon the world rather than a wall. 

Today I was shown what hashish is. It's a very common weed in the Swabi area 
and is quite commonly smoked here. I also saw a small patch of poppies, which are 
used to make opium, which is also common here. The other day I walked past a 
shop with a peculiar odor. Today I realized it was hashish. It is the use of these 
drugs that are deadening the senses of the poor— leaving them much like walking 
zombies with no initiative. No care, no worries or desire to achieve. Little do we 
realize its full impact here. 

Thursday, May 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to town today and picked up a lovely little table we had made for a 
souvenir as well as for our sacrament table. Very pretty. Arch and I made some 
more salad dressing. Very good! No need to worry about Miracle Whip. Also 
cooked things for dinner tomorrow, another Sabbath. Received letter from Lisa, 
Dick B, Susan, and Kathy AUsop. That sure made my day. 
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Friday, May 22, 1981. [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath. Had again today 103 degrees. Held meetings for 2 1/2 hours. 
Took a nap and fixed dinner. Wrote six letters. Fixed my picture chart and all those 
fun things. A pretty typical Sabbath day. 

Friday, May 22, 1981 [Arch] 

We try to bring the entries up to date on our Sabbath day. Yesterday on our way 
back from a training session at Swabi I saw one farmer threshing his grain. This isn't 
something to write about, but the way it was being done is. He would throw the 
grain on a threshing floor (a piece of ground packed solid) and he had three animals 
tied together. A water buffalo on the inside, a Brahma in the middle and a water 
buffalo on the outside. The animals were tied together by the nose and the inside 
animal was tied to a center pivot. The farmer had a little willow and was driving the 
animals around and around in a circle tramping out the grain. I think this method of 
threshing goes back more than 2,000 years. 

Yesterday we got us a little sacrament table that we will use weekly and it will 
bring many memories of Pakistan. We also got some souvenirs for the kids and they 
really are cute. We think they will always be a conversation piece. 

We have spoken of the cultural shock we experienced when we arrived and again 
realized the two worlds in Pakistan; that in the national capital (Islamabad) and that in 
Peshawar and North. Islamabad is a modern and beautiful city but just 3V2 hours 
away is poverty, deprivation, and death and disease. I also saw (in our travels) a man 
taking his little baby wrapped in a little rug to be buried and his Afghani friends were 
following behind. Death is just a part of life and the life expectancy is only 37 years. 
Children do well if they survive the first three years of their life. The funeral is held 
within 24 hours after death to avoid the spread of disease. They don't embalm, so in 
this hot weather they need to be buried within a few short hours. 

Our Sabbath days are very special to us - we have a chance to be together and 
worship which is always a source of strength for us. Even though there is trouble all 
around us we are at peace with God and man. If we were called to face our Maker 
we would not fear. As we get older we think of these things more, realizing the time 
is short and also that we can soon see our loved ones who have passed on. I would 
like to see Mom and Dad again and Ilene's folks. I have never met Ilene's dad and 
am looking forward to the day. I don't look upon death with any degree of fear or 
apprehension for it will be a time of rejoicing, I hope. 

We went to visit the neighbors and it is about 105 outside and when the 
temperature gets that hot everybody holes up and stays off the streets. The hot 
weather is just starting and a little later (July/ August) it will be humid as well as hot. 
I'm not looking forward to that day. 
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Saturday, May 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

These days are all HOT now which is what you can expect, they say. One man 
told me that it could get to 140. I told him he better be kidding! He said he wasn't! 
But our air conditioners are getting a good workout. Our driver, Taza, is something 
else. You just can't trust him. He's a good driver but that's about all. He is trying 
Arch to death. Arch takes a quart thermos of bailed cold water to work and Taza 
would guzzle the whole thing. Finally, Arch told him to leave his thermos alone; to 
bring one of his own. He thought he was. 

Well, yesterday I was shopping and got thirsty so I took a BIG drink from Arch's 
thermos. Well, when Taza came back to the car he nonchalantly mentioned that he 
had put some nice cool water in the thermos. He had drunk Arch's water, I guess, 
and just filled it back up with any water he could find and didn't tell anyone. 
Needless to say, I came unglued and really lit in on him. He said, "I promise you 
Madame. I will never do that again and he picked up the thermos and emptied it out. 
But who is to say if he'll do it again. He can't be trusted! We've sure had a time with 
our drivers! I got material today to start embroidering some quilt blocks of the 
temples of North America. Sure hope they turn out like I plan. 



Sunday, May 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Boy it was a HOT one today. The power went off at 11:30 a.m. and didn't come 
back on until 6 p.m. This house was like an oven! I forgot to mention that Arch 
gave me another permanent yesterday. Another really nice one. What would I do 
without him! We got word that the two couples moving here from Lahore should be 
here this week sometime. I am really excited. We will be starting to move this 
weekend. 



Sunday, May 24, 1981 [Arch] 

Yesterday I gave Mom a permanent and I can't help thinking how nice she looks 
with her hair curly. Today has been spent preparing meetings for specialty crops and 
hope to touch farmers in the area. How many I can't guess, but hopefully many. 
Tomorrow I go to a meeting held by the governor to assess what proposals have 
been assembled for improving agriculture. What will happen I know not, but I am 
satisfied that before the meeting is over in four days, the governor will have ridiculed 
all who work in agriculture. I am making a prediction and will report my findings 
within the week. 

The temperature goes above 100 daily and today we were without power or our 
air conditioner and we got the full benefit of the heat from 11:00 a.m. until about 
6:00 this evening. This evening we went over to look at our new house and really 
love it. We are looking forward to our move. We seldom go a night without 
studying the scriptures and doing some memory work. 
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Monday, May 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, another hot day! I went to an executive meeting and really roasted! Came 
home and rested and then began embroidering on my quilt blocks. They are going to 
be cute. I waited until 5:30 for Arch to come. I was beginning to get worried, but 
then I went ahead at 5 and ate. I was starved. When he came he ate and said they'd 
fed him lunch. If I'd known that I would have eaten sooner. He'd been in a hot 
meeting all that time. He was really tired! This heat saps the strength from you. 

Monday, May 25, 1981 [Arch] 

Today I attended a farmers meeting and, to say the least, it was boring. The 
farmers who were invited were fat cats and shouldn't have anything to do with policy 
making for they neither farm nor live on the farm but are political farmers. Then 
when you have to sit from 8:30 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. and can't understand a word said, it 
is boring. Enough said. It's been hot today. 

Tuesday, May 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

It's really getting hot— nearly 110 degrees each day. I pretty much sit in the living 
room with the air conditioner. In the winter, I sit in the sitting room with the stove- 
monotonous! Anyway, I bought some drapery kits today. That's the string (pull) and 
little white things. Five sets cost me $23. I couldn't believe it, but I had to have them 
to hang my drapes over in the new place. Started making a long dress for the outside 
dinner at the Khyber Inter-Con for the International Women's mixed dinner party. 
Hope I like it when I get finished. 

Wednesday, May 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

Finished my dress and it's different but cute. Got that finished so now I can 
really get busy with my quilt blocks. I got some more shade of yellow-blue and 
green. Arch helped me wind them on cardboard. Rasuee, our wealthy neighbor 
friend, came over tonight and invited us to his house to eat a papaya and watch T.V. 
It was fun to watch a cute show on TV again. Also the papaya was a different tasting 
fruit. 

Jesus Christ is going to come and save the world but they won't accept him the 
SAVIOR of the world. They have really been blinded by you know who! 

Wednesday, May 27, 1981 [Arch] 

The day has been long and hot but will get worse before getting better, so we are 
girding up our loins for the day of burning. We had an invitation to go to Rasul, our 
neighbor's place, and see some of his pictures of Mecca in Saudi Arabia and also of 
the birthplace of the Prophet Mohammed. Rasul is a "died in the wool" Islam. We 
left a Book of Mormon with him, but I couldn't see where the cover was cracked. 
Litde does he realize he will be judged by the principles contained in that book. 
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Tomorrow will be the finalizing of the farmers moot. I do hope it produces 
some new inspiration for advancement. There are so many things that can be done if 
people would only do something on their own. All are alike; they require the 
government to do everything for them. 

Thursday, May 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Finished the first quilt block tonight and it's really pretty. The two fellows from 
Lahore were here tonight to check on our air conditioners and stoves and such to 
move to the other house. We were certainly fortunate to be moving the same time as 
Dick and John from Lahore so the fellows that came to fix their houses can do ours 
at the same time. The Lord really looks out for us. He's making this experience as 
easy and enjoyable as possible and still get the job done. Arch killed a scorpion 
outside our front door last night. I hate those things! I'm glad he didn't get in the 
house. And Arch was in his BARE FEET! 

Thursday, May 28, 1981 [Arch] 

The final day of the farmer's moot (assembly of people exercising administrative, 
judicial, or political power) is over and I have sat so long on the hard benches I 
wonder if I will ever get my shape back or should I say my backside in shape. It was 
interesting; the things I recommended for the meeting were all thoroughly discussed 
and hopefully adopted. I talked to the additional Minister of Production and he has 
requested my going to Islamabad again and the latter part of June to go to 
Abbottabad for the final draft of a book on sugar programs and policies for Pakistan. 

Friday, May 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, another Sabbath about gone. It's really hard to find something to do here 
on the Sabbath; no sick people to visit, no genealogy to do; just write in journals and 
histories; no piano to play and sing, no family to visit, etc. So we just sit and read and 
talk and do whatever. Today Arch helped me trace another couple of temples for my 
quilt. Sure hope that wasn't breaking the Sabbath. 

Tomorrow we're going to move the hot water heater and air conditioners. Wow! 
We'll have to get by on our little portable one. Our meetings were nice this morning. 
We're all through with the priesthood lessons so Arch is teaching out of the book, 
"Gospel Principles." Very good lessons. Our wealthy farmer neighbor, Rasul, just 
brought over some fresh apricots. I sent back home with him some homemade 
cookies. 

Friday, May 29, 1981 [Arch] 

It is 6:30 p.m. on our Sabbath day. Our meetings are over and our letter writing 
complete and having eaten a melon, we are without something to do. We find it easy 
to hold family home evening almost nightly when we do our memory work and read 
the scriptures. We enjoy the Spirit in our meetings, which usually last for 3— 3V2 
hours. On our Sabbath we enjoy the togetherness which we have not enjoyed since 
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we started our family and it is nice we like each other. For some I am sure it isn't a 
time of peace and contentment. 

Saturday, May 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

What a day. The fellows from Lahore came this morning and started moving my 
cook stove, hot water heater, heat stoves, and air conditioners. It will take them two 
or three days. We went to town and bought a nice two burner gas stove that we can 
use for this week before we move next Saturday. We figure we can always use it for a 
camp stove. We only had to pay $35 and it's nice and heavy. They got them all 
moved over there and covered up the holes in the walls here where the air 
conditioners were. We put our little portable air conditioner up in the window and it 
isn't bad. It's a relief to get all that done by someone who knows what they're doing. 
Arch was concerned about doing it himself. 

Sunday, May 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

Arch went to Mardan today and should bring home our month's supply of 
rupees. The one fellow came over to get money to buy light bulbs for the new 
"bungalow" and it cost us $46.80 for 6 dozen globes. But, he says Harza will 
reimburse us. Thank goodness! I had a shocker today. Our electric bills have been 
so low, like $2, $3, $1.50. Well, I guess they haven't been reading the meter; just sent 
us a token bill today. I received a bill for 2,739 Rs ($273.90). And, of course, we've 
run the air conditioner for a month. Wow! So I have decided to cut down the air 
conditioning and run the overhead fans and our little fans. I decided my ancestors 
didn't know what a fan was even, and they lived thru hot weather. So here goes. 

Monday, June 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Sent Nazir over to the new bungalow to clean and to have someone there. In 
this country, you never leave a house alone. Someone must always be there. I took 
care of things here and tonight his father and brothers will start taking turns staying 
there. And when we move, they will stay here for a month until the owner gets back 
from America to take care of it. We had our fast day all day today. Things were such 
that we weren't going to be able to have it the rest of the week and especially Friday 
(our Sabbath). We dedicated it in behalf of Nathan and his back problems and 
Kathy's recuperation from her surgery the 13 th . I am so grateful for prayer and the 
help our Father gives our children in our absence. We are truly blessed. We also 
offered a special prayer for Lisa and her struggle with the language. Received a letter 
today and it's a struggle for her, but her attitude is good and she's making it! (Of 
course, we never doubted she could!) Oh, how we wish we could get her picture and 
the tape of her farewell. 

Monday, June 1, 1981 [Arch] 

Visited our new house and found no water pressure. Always problems. A 
window was broken before we moved in and not by our people. 
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No news, but I wish we were moved. Time weighs heavy when you are waiting 
for something to happen. I have that feeling tonight. Maybe a good night's rest will 
help. 

Tuesday, June 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Nazir and his father have been busy cleaning the new bungalow. Sure wish 
they'd find out what's wrong with the water. Don't want to have another house with 
water problems. Arch packed tonight, getting ready for his trip to Islamabad at 4:30 
a.m.. It will be the first time he'll be gone overnight since we moved here in this 
house. Nazir will stay with me. 

Wednesday, June 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, it's been a long day, but about time to go to bed. It's been warm, but this 
week has been pretty good, only in the low 90's as compared to 100-1 10's last week. 
Tomorrow night after Arch gets back we will go to the Khyber Inter-Con for a 
dinner party with the International Ladies Club. Also tomorrow, John Anderson and 
family and Dick Westmore and family will be here from Lahore. It will be good to 
have some others of the company living here near to us. Not quite so lonesome. I 
washed bedding today. Will do some curtains and start packing storage room stuff 
and kitchen things. 

Thursday, June 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well today Nazir and I really spent the day packing boxes, boxes, boxes. It will 
be good to get this move over with. 

Friday, June 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. We fasted the first part of the week, but we had a nice 
testimony meeting— so spiritual. Our Sabbaths are very special. Tomorrow we move. 

Saturday, June 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today we moved! What a day. Two very tired people! But we're inside the 
door and will sleep here tonight. I am going to really love it here. 

Sunday, June 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, we are pretty much in— just a few odds and ends. I'm hooked up so I can 
wash and all but one set of drapes are up. We went over to see John and Connie and 
Dick and Pat, Lahore co-workers who just moved here. We've all moved at the same 
time. Our lovely Pakistanian landlady brought lunch over to us; sweet and sour 
chicken (yummy); lamb curry (great); pea soup. All very delicious. She's such a 
lovely person. Sure hope we can inspire her to go Christian. 



Sunday, June 7, 1981 [Arch] 



156 



Sunday, June 7, 1981 [Arch] 

A lot of water under the bridge since my last edition. Have spent two days at 
Islamabad working on the sugar commission report. We have moved to our new 
home and we love it. Yesterday was hectic, but we survived. My feet got so sore I 
could hardly walk but they are feeling better tonight. 

Our friends from Lahore have moved in yesterday. So we are going to have 
some company personnel here and I hope an office will be established with a good 
typist. That will be the day. Our landlady brought over a dinner for us today. It sure 
was good. I hope we can get her to listen to the gospel. Time will tell. Tomorrow I 
am under pressure to get some work cranked out, so back to the grindstone. 

Monday, June 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Arch went to work this morning, but there are just a few things left to do. 
Aquila, my landlady, came over and brought recipes of the delicious dishes she made 
us. We're going to the market tomorrow and she's going to show me a few places 
that I haven't seen yet. I typed about four hours for Arch again. Just can't find a 
typist in this place. Connie, John Anderson's wife, helped also. I'm weary tonight. 
Sat on the veranda and did our scripture memory work and visited for a while as we 
sat in the dark and watched the village and fields and people. It's much, much nicer 
here. So glad we moved. 

Tuesday, June 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Didn't get to go to town today. She (Aquila) sent word over that something 
came up— maybe tomorrow. They came and planted grass today; four or five men 
with shovels and hoes. They planted tiny plants. The head man assured us that it 
was American grass, not Pakistanian. Arch said it might be American grass, but it 
looked sick to him. Received two letters- -one from Kathy saying all was well with 
her now after her surgery and that she hadn't heard from us for five weeks. I can't 
believe this mail! Also one from Deniece. The children are so faithful to write us. 
Thank goodness. 

Tuesday, June 9, 1981 [Arch] 

Stopped in at the Khazani sugar mill and watched them unload beet trucks. 
They put five people in the back of a truck and throw them (the beets) into a silo, 
which is about four feet below the level of the ground and a cement wall up about 3 
to 3V2 feet above ground. The silo is about 20 feet wide and 15 trucks can back up to 
the silo on each side. The mill has men unloading silos and they unload in one while 
they fill the other. Some of the beets were so ragged that you couldn't break the tails 
off easy. How they make money on processing such trash is beyond me. 

We are sitting on our veranda in the cool breeze following a light shower. It is 
really nice - wished we could have all our family enjoying it with us. 
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I went to Mardan and visited two growers harvesting sugar beets. They asked if 
I had a better way to suggest to them and I told them yes. They were using a 
sheesham (rich medium brown wood with deep grains) branch about four feet long 
and 1 to 1 Vi inches in diameter to which a hook was attached and they would hook 
the beets and pull them out one at a time and then throw them in piles to be carried 
out on the back of several men to the nearest road. Did I know a better way? I 
questioned them as to the cost of harvesting and then posed the question, "Would 
they be willing to use machinery if they could hire it done with machinery?" and the 
answer was, "No, we know how to do it our way and we don't need to change." And 
I'm convinced that they wouldn't change. 

Wednesday, June 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

I went shopping today with my landlady (and good friend), Aquila. She was fun 
to go with. She understands English well and speaks pretty good, has her own car, 
and knows her way around. Also, I don't feel bad buying things because she's not 
poor and can afford anything I buy. (Which isn't very much really.) We had a lovely 
evening. Our friends, the Atkinsons (British), brought a Mr. Herring over from 
Islamabad, who is a good Mormon. Was it ever nice to see another Latter-day Saint! 
He is going to bring his wife and two little girls to stay with us. And then AH and 
Gypsy came with their four little ones for awhile. We did get some scripture reading 
done before they came. 

Thursday, June 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today I went to town with Connie Anderson and did some shopping and 
helped her find a few things. Our good friend, Aquila, went to her meat market and 
got us 16 kilos of delicious beef for only 11 rupees a kilo ($1.10) or 55 cents a pound. 
We've been here all this time and been struggling along with undercut (tough 
generally) from the open market. Someone told us once that you can find almost 
anything here if you just know where to look! Aquila came over to visit. She's a 
lovely person and really needs friendship. She's a widow. Sure hope we can help her 
accept Christianity. 

Friday, June 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

It's our Sabbath again and it's been warm, but not bad, really. We've written 
letters again today and are going over to Connie and John's for this evening. They 
invited us over for ice cream. Sure glad it's just a couple of blocks. Our meetings 
this morning were great— lasted 3 1/2 hours. The time just absolutely flies. We are 
so grateful for the Spirit that attends and teaches us. Arch received a lovely card 
(Father's Day) from Lisa-also a camera shot of her in the MTC. So cute. 

Friday, June 12, 1981 [Arch] 

We can write off another week. And we count our time here by Sabbath days. 
It is a chance to rest from our labors. The other part of the scripture, "to work six 
days" is exactly what is done here. It seems like there is no break from work. In the 
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U.S.A. we had our Saturdays to do what we wanted, but here it's another working 
day. It gets monotonous, doesn't it? 

We love our new home that we moved into June 6 th . We can now sleep without 
being blood donors to hordes of mosquitoes and we hope no more cockroaches for 
another 9-10 months. We left all our little mosquito-eating lizards in the other house, 
so we have missed seeing them. We had a new addition just before we left and he 
was almost an inch long. We feared for his life because they are a cannibalistic 
society. We had one lizard whose tail had been chewed off by a big bully. After 
losing his tail the young one would outrun the older one because he was running for 
his life and the older one was after something to eat. 

We enjoy our Sabbath day and always have a special spirit with us. Thus far we 
haven't changed anyone's lives for good but many now know a little about Mormons 
and the Word of Wisdom. 

Saturday, June 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Busied myself in the house today. Arch put the rest of my curtains up and hung 
my pictures. It keeps Nazir busy keeping this new lawn wet in this hot weather, 
especially with the 10 cent hand sprinkler I bought him (the only one I could find in 
Peshawar!) Received three letters again today. So, of course, that made my day! 

Sunday, June 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went shopping with Pat and Connie this morning. It was very warm. Tonight 
we had a visit from our neighbor in the other place, Nabi Khan. He wants Arch to 
go to an all-male dinner tomorrow night. Of course, Arch doesn't go much for that, 
but, because he is such a good friend, accepted. It will be the first time I will have 
been alone at night, but I think I can manage. 

Monday, June 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, Arch is gone and it's lonely. I will take my bath and sit on the veranda. 
There I can watch people and look out over fields and villages—very pretty. We're 
having problems with Nazir. He seems to think he should be paid more, and yet he's 
getting a good wage for what he does. He waters the new lawn, mops my floors 
about three times a week, goes with me to town and does little odd jobs. Of course, 
he wants to cook and all that, but I keep telling him I don't want or need a cook and 
he isn't hired as one. So I don't know. He has a real problem; very moody some 
days and all right others. His father says he's that way or worse at home. We think 
he's on drugs— hashish. You can get it anywhere and put it in your cigarettes. And he 
smokes. He just acts like someone on drugs; high and then low. Of course, his 
father is definitely sure he's not. 

Tuesday, June 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Woke up this morning and no water in the house. Hope we don't go through 
this again. But no plumbers today, although Aquila called them. Hope they come 
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tomorrow. We carry water from outside in buckets to flush toilet and two of them 
are upstairs . Arch had a good time at his dinner, but said he wasn't going to go again 
unless they invite wives. They just don't do that here. Men associate with men and 
women with women— ridiculous! Arch won't be home till late tonight again. They 
had a party in Mardan for workers and of course it's for men ! (There are no women 
workers here!) So another lonely evening. 

Wednesday, June 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

No plumber again today, but Aquila said the water man would come in the 
morning if we didn't get any water tonight (when the pressure is high). We noticed in 
the downstairs bathroom that water is on the ceiling from somewhere or something. 
What now? 

We should be hearing about Lisa's plans— when she will be leaving for Puerto 
Rico from the MTC; should be any day now. Also, Susan is expecting in a week. 
Seems like so much is happening to us and our family and we're being left out. Arch 
told Taza, our driver, today to look for another job. He's a troublemaker, liar, 
dishonest, very unmannerly, and obnoxious. We've tolerated him for three months 
now, but Arch says, "No more". Sure wish we could find a good, polite, likeable 
driver. 

Wednesday, June 17, 1981 [Arch] 

I guess we'd better get acquainted again for it's been such a long time. Since my 
last entry I've attended another fortnightly training series, been to two all-male 
banquets, one for Harza employees and one for Ghulam Nabi Khan and friends. 
There are times when you wished your friends would forget you. At Nabi's banquet 
I knew about 16 out of the 20 present which wasn't too bad but everyone would 
rather speak Pushto than English and I can't imagine why because Pushto is far more 
difficult to learn. 

I'm having trouble with my driver. He just is not honest with me so my whole 
day is upsetting because of my driver and I don't like to be upset. So, I had better get 
someone who will do as he is told. 

The Secretary of Agriculture and the governor have authorized the starting of an 
expanded seed business that eventually will be self sufficient in seed. I think this is 
placing great trust in two who haven't had plant breeding business. I guess I would 
have to say "foolish trust." 

Today the summer arrived. Right now at 6:30 p.m. the thermometer on our 
fridge stands at 96 degrees and it's considerably cooler inside than outside today. I 
didn't see a thermometer but today has been the hottest this year. 

We have been two days without water in the house and it's inconvenient after 
having a toilet inside, of course. It would be no inconvenience to many here who 
don't know what a bathroom is. 
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Thursday, June 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Still no water. They worked on it today but only found one thing wrong but 
really didn't think that could cause the trouble. So we'll see. If we don't get any 
water by Saturday morning, they will come back and try something else. I'm afraid 
they're going to have to set a pump on it. Well, our driver asked for another chance, 
so we're going to do it. Says he'll do better. We'll see. Happy Birthday to Stephen 
and David— 11 years old! 

Friday, June 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another HOT day, but lovely Sabbath meetings. Still no water, so I guess 
they're going to have to find another angle to ponder. When we turned the living 
room air conditioner on for the first time yesterday, it wouldn't keep going, so we 
expected a mighty warm "Sabbath meeting day". But Arch tried it again this morning 
and its run all day ! The temperature runs from 100-110 degrees each day now. They 
say July will be hotter and mucky ! I can hardly wait. 

Saturday, June 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

No water. Wonder how long this will go on. We take a bath each night in two 
big red buckets. More fun (oh, yeah.) Went shopping today. Went to Grindlays 
bank to cash a dollar check. It took me 11/2 hours to go thru red tape again — not 
again. I'm going to use rupees. I'm tired of this nonsense. We sit on the veranda 
each night from dusk to bedtime and watch the activity throughout the 
neighborhood. It's interesting and helps to pass the long evenings. 

Sunday, June 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Eureka! Received a telegram that Susan had a baby boy, born Wednesday, June 
17 th . No details-only that all is well. Thank goodness. Also received a letter from 
missionary daughter, Lisa, saying she would be flying out of Salt Lake City for Puerto 
Rico at 11p.m., Tuesday, the 16 th of June, which means that she is there now! Boy, 
the world goes on without us. We are so grateful for the Lord's watchful care of us 
and our children. Oh, how glad I will be to get back in the States so I can at least call 
them and receive a phone call occasionally. That time will come . Arch's boss, 
Harold Creed, came by tonight. He is in town a few days trying to set up an office. 
Oh yes— still no water. 

Monday, June 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, our landlady, Aquila, got the men here this morning and had them do 
some more work. Found out there just isn't enough pressure. So she went right 
down to the market and bought a pump and brought workers out and by 7 p.m. they 
had a pump going and WATER! There is a law against pumps. But she told the city 
water engineer that if the city couldn't furnish her with enough pressure to get water 
in the house then legal or illegal, she was installing a pump and he agreed. Thank 
goodness! Went out to dinner with Mr. Creed and John and Connie Anderson and 
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two boys and Dick and Pat Westmore and two girls. Went to the Khyber 
Intercontinental Hotel. Pretty good dinner. Connie is having wisdom tooth 
problems. Aquila took us to a dentist up here in University Town, but Connie wasn't 
very taken by him, so don't know what she will do. He wanted her to go to the 
hospital in the morning, but doubt that she will. 

Tuesday, June 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Connie went to Islamabad this morning to a dentist she knew and went to in 
Lahore. He lives and practices in Islamabad, but goes to Lahore twice a week. I 
haven't seen her to see how she made out. It seemed so good to have water today. 
Also, another miracle ; we received a letter from Susan that she had written and 
mailed to us the 8 th of January! There's still hope for Lisa's farewell tape! Arch got 
some little lemons. I mean little— about the size of a small apricot. We squeezed and 
dug and picked out seeds. They were mostly seeds and pulp, very little juice; 
managed. The two of us worked for an hour on a kilo (2 pounds) of them and got 1 
1/2 cups pulp and juice combined; enough to make three batches of lemon sherbet. 
He paid $1.20 for them. Sure be glad when they come on sale . Then I'll get some 
big ones and freeze juice for sherbet and pies. 

Tuesday, June 23, 1981 [Arch] 

We are sitting on our veranda after the sun has gone to rest for the day. It's 
about 96 degrees F with no wind so it's warm. We have just finished our nightly 
bowl of watermelon and completed our scripture reading and memory work so we're 
free to write and enjoy the view of what's going on in the neighborhood. A bus just 
passed going to the barn for the night. Cyclers are going home as are the pedestrians. 
The first of the callers has just come on the air and it's 7:30 p.m. A woman covered 
with a maroon burqa who has orange-red shalwars and a tonga just passed her with 
two other women practicing Perdue. Our two older men out for their evening walk 
have just waved to us and the man across the canal leading a horse waved at us. This 
has all happened since I started writing. The second caller just tuned in. A brown 
Toyota with black streamers hanging from the front side mirrors and a red cloth 
flapping in the breeze just came from the village south of us. Here comes a tonga 
with a grey horse that has a pink rag tied above his eyes and a red rag laced in the 
bridle giving color to the setting. 

Yesterday H.K. Creed (my boss) came from Lahore to get an office set up. He 
took us out to supper at the Khyber Hotel. The meal was good and enjoyed the 
evening. Today I started a series of special crop seminars on maize and we had 230 
people attend it. It is designed to train farmers to do a better job. According to the 
Secretary of Agriculture, the meeting was a success. Do hope tomorrow's session 
will be an improvement. These people love to hear themselves talk and it's hard to 
get them to shut up and all they want to do is belly ache and demand the government 
give them everything to farm for nothing. There are times when they don't like me 
because I tell them that for every dollar they get from the government they have to 
give the government two dollars in tax. So I've encouraged governments to get out 
of agriculture. 
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Last Saturday I met with the sugar commission and received another assignment. 
I suppose this is the last. 

Wednesday, June 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, Arch and I went to town to send a telegram to Susan to congratulate them 
on our new grandson. While in front of the telegraph office, just as Taz and I were 
starting up to go to the market while Arch was busy sending it, a fellow rammed into 
the back of us; an Air Force man in a military jeep. Come to find out, he was a 
quartermaster; no driver, no license, no lessons in driving, no authority to take the 
jeep and drive. Well, he was in trouble. There was considerable damage to both jeeps 
and they will take all his stripes from him and probably jail him for a while. I really 
feel sorry for him. Thank goodness no one was hurt. We had a bad wind storm again 
this evening. Harza is opening an office for Arch and Dick and it's located about two 
blocks from us. That will be nice. When we want to use a phone, we'll just jog down 
and some days, Arch will just walk to and fro. 

Thursday, June 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Cleaning day today to get ready for Sabbath tomorrow. It's really hot every day 
now. I am using all the fans pretty much all the time and the air conditioner in the 
L.R in evenings and the one in our bedroom all night. Our electric bill was 892 Rs. 
last month ($89.20), so I'm trying to get by without using it too much. Our new lawn 
is coming along good. Nazir is taking good care of it. 

Friday, June 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another lovely Sabbath. Our meetings took three hours and then we wrote 
letters. Had dinner, napped, read our scriptures for Gospel Doctrine lesson next 
week. I'm really enjoying the Old Testament now. Things are a little clearer to me. 
Arch said we are going to start taking every Saturday off from now until August to 
use up our local leave that can't be saved. We're going to go to museums, old forts, 
etc. and take pictures. 

Saturday, June 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Anniversary, Don and Deniece— the 6 th one. Time marches on! Today 
was another HOT one, but they say we can expect it to get HOTTER! Oh, joy. 
Didn't do much of interest today; washed, cleaned, typed for Daddy, practiced my 
imaginary piano, helped Arch write up his expense report. What a tedious day, but 
then it wasn't much different than many others. Tomorrow I'm going to the market 
and first look around. I've got to get out of this house for a change. No letters for 
three days now. They usually come all at once. Let's hope tomorrow is one of those 
days. Really having a time with my hair. I curl it so nice and within a couple of hours 
the sweat has really frizzed it. We've been invited to the Consulate tomorrow night 
for dinner; us and the Andersons and Westmores. Should be fun for a change. 
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Saturday, June 27, 1981 [Arch] 

It's hot and difficult to get away from it. But we are told it's going to get worse 
before getting better. Thank goodness for a cool bath each night. We do run the air 
conditioner to cool the room during the night. We can stand the day if you sleep well 
at night. 

My seminar drew 496 people for training in the three days. I feel good about 
that. The Secretary of Agriculture complimented me on the attendance. 

The other day we had a power failure which stopped our stabilizer from 
functioning. I took it to the repair shop for an estimate of repairs and he said the 
windings were burned out. He said he would get a tester and try and isolate the 
trouble. When he came back everything was working perfect. I brought it home and 
it hasn't hesitated since. This is only one of the Lord's doing for us in Pakistan. 



Sunday, June 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went shopping alone today. Taz, our driver, went with me. Got a few things. 
I've been needing some navy blue cotton blend to make another pair of loose, cool 
slacks. This heat is something else and I can't wear dresses in the market. Our air 
conditioner in the bedroom isn't working right and neither is the living room one- 
keeps going off. Can't keep it on long enough to cool things down. Went to a dinner 
at the consulate tonight, just three couples of us; a lot of drinking again. It will be so 
nice to go to a church party again. Just 10 months to go. Got two special letters 
from Lisa and Susan. Lisa was leaving for Puerto Rico and Susan was going to the 
hospital to deliver. 



Monday, June 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

One more day and then it's July and it is hot. A man from Harza was supposed 
to come this evening and fix our air conditioners but he hasn't arrived yet. It's 6:15 
p.m. and 103 degrees out and it's mucky, too. It's been a long day for me— not much 
ambition. I just sit and let the sweat pour off me and drink ice water and take salt 
tablets. Sure glad I don't have to work outside. And it would help things if the air 
conditioners worked. The last two watermelons we've bought have been icky— half 
green and tasteless. Some of them are so good and then we get two like that. Happy 
Birthday to our sweet little Laurel. 



Monday, June 29, 1981 [Arch] 

I moved into my new office today, it's the first time I have felt I had a home 
since coming to Peshawar. I think life will be easier. In three days a secretary typist 
will arrive so can start him typing some long overdue materials. 

The temperature at 6:15 this evening stands at 104 degrees and the humidity is 
high. You can sit under the fan and still my clothes are wet. When I stood up a few 
minutes ago the sweat had wet the sofa seat. But we keep telling ourselves that it is 
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going to get even worse to psych ourselves out. Right now it isn't working very well. 
We are hot and miserable and there is no relief in sight for approximately 60 days. 

Our air conditioners refuse to work. Woe is me. It's really not that bad. See, 
it's working. 

Mom is learning new cooking tricks and they are very delicious. Her version of 
some of the Pakistani dishes is even better than the originals. 

Friday, July 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

I've missed a few days but will try to remember what has taken place. We've had 
quite a week with air conditioners. The hottest day and night yet and we didn't have 
our living room or bedroom ones working. After sweating it out all day, we tried to 
do the same at night. But finally, in the middle of the night, Arch got up and carried 
our mattresses downstairs and we slept on the floor in his study (where there is an air 
conditioner) and got a few winks. It was so nice to get them fixed the day before 
yesterday. But now tonight our living room one has gone off again. 

Yesterday we had a pleasant surprise. The tapes came of Lisa's farewell and the 
reunion the children had in April. However, they were some that Kathy re-did for us 
and sent the 18 th of June. They only took two weeks to come and we really had a 
feast listening to them today. We're anxiously awaiting a letter from Lisa and Susan; 
Lisa to hear about her trip to Puerto Rico and her mission; and Susan, all about our 
new baby. Also, Kathy about their trip to St. Louis. Always something to look 
forward to. Thank goodness! When I saw we have 10 months left it sounds LONG, 
but when I say we're halfway through and going downhill, that sounds BETTER. I'm 
not really that unhappy. Just lonely for my family and church. This too shall end. 



Friday, July 3, 1981 

Another fast Sunday has come and nearly gone. Today's fast was dedicated to 
Deniece and those who attended her in their exploratory examination. Deniece has a 
great capacity to love little children and would be a most fit mother for many 
children and our prayers were for her physical well-being. 

We played the tapes Kathy sent and were moved by the contents but were proud 
of our family and the lives they lead. Mom and I were thinking back 38 years and we 
had our hopes and dreams, but we little realized what precious children and 
grandchildren would grace our home. Each has filled a special place in our lives and 
is a great source of enjoyment today. We love each and every one and we especially 
welcome our new grandson into the fold. May he always be a source of comfort and 
pride to his brothers and sisters, his parents and grandparents. 



Saturday, July 4, 1981 [Ilene] 



My goodness. This has been a blah 4 th of July. Did nothing exciting at all or 
worthwhile. It's days like this that I wonder what in the world I'm doing here. Arch 
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hasn't felt too good for a couple of days, some diarrhea. Been taking the amebic pills 
again. Says he feels some better tonight. 

Sunday, July 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I'm trying to get enough lemon juice squeezed out of these tiny green 
Pakistanian lemons to make lemon pies for Arch's birthday. I have pounded with a 
hammer and squeezed 11/2 pounds of them and just barely got enough juice. They 
are so little and hard and "dry". Very little juice and full of big seeds. It took me an 
hour of hard work to get one cup of juice. Not again. But for his birthday it was 
worth it. I'm having John Anderson and wife, Connie, and boys and Dick and Pat 
Westmore and girls over for pie and ice cream. Should be fun for a change. 

Monday, July 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Arch. What a spry 63 years you are! We had a good time with 
friends tonight and the lemon pies were worth all the work. Another frustrating thing 
that happened was with the eggs. I had to have six egg yolks and I had to crack 12 
eggs to get them. In this hot weather, I guess, they get so old before they even get on 
the market that half of them are old and yucchy. So I threw six away. Those were 
expensive pies! I gave him a nice little (about 5" x 7") leather travel purse with loop 
to hang on his belt to hold passport, travelers' checks, etc., so there is no way to have 
it stolen or lost. He really likes it. Just getting him ready for our trip home in 10 
months. 

Tuesday, July 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had our first monsoon rain today; felt good. Cooled things down quite a bit. 
Then we had a wind storm that put the electricity out again for a couple of hours. 
We went up on the veranda and sat in the wind. It we can get through this month, 
they say August isn't quite so bad. So far, so good. We see so many men ride by 
with tiny babies just sitting on the bar of the bicycle hanging on— babies not a year old 
yet. And one man with a little one sitting high on his shoulder (right one); him 
holding her with one hand and one hand on the handle bars. I just can't believe how 
lacking in good common sense these people are. I cut out quilt blocks today-going 
to start putting together some kind of top. Got to do something to keep busy. It 
feels like a cool night tonight. 

Wednesday, July 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

This Ramadan fast really affects these people. Nazir works hard and gets all his 
work done in the morning and then sleeps all afternoon. The fast is enforced by the 
government. It is not voluntary, which in itself is wrong. 

Wednesday, July 8, 1981 [Arch] 

Time slips by and we are thankful for that. The only sad part about it would be 
to let it slip by without accomplishing anything. Last Monday Ilene had over my 
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colleagues for lemon pie and ice cream. It was an enjoyable evening. Sixty-three 
doesn't seem much different than 62. I've noticed that with years comes more 
respect and I don't know which is better, the frivolity of youth or the wisdom of old 
age. I'd have to say from my vantage point that 63 is better. I'm sure that youth 
would be too tiring and I wouldn't want to make all the same mistakes. 

The people here think all they have to do is ask me and I can change anything. 
The mill people said yesterday that I am their only hope in changing martial law and 
order on marketing sugar beets. That requires a government edict and they think I 
am their only salvation. I've been lining up a sugar beet seminar asking the sugar 
company to support me and they are %100 behind me. Now to do a good job. 

Saw a father riding a bike with his year-old daughter sitting on his shoulders. We 
shuddered to think what could happen if he hit a chuck hole or a bump. 

Thursday, July 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

Received a notice today that the consulate is going to have a movie every 
Thursday and Saturday night for us and they are going to be shown just two or three 
blocks from here so we can walk. We went to one tonight, an English Sherlock 
Holmes picture. It was good. It seemed good to get out of the house and do 
something different. 

Friday, July 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had some good meetings again today. Just don't know what we'd do without 
the Sabbath and the chance to be spiritually rejuvenated every seven days. We wrote 
President Dejauger and gave a report and asked for a new temple recommend. 
Don't know just how they'll go about that. Also requested two forms of "Pursuit of 
Excellence" so we can start working on that. Not quite so hot today; cloudy part of 
the day. We're going to start on some new memory work one of these days. Wrote 
eight letters again. 

Friday, July 10, 1981 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath day is a great source of satisfaction to us as an island of security in 
a sea of hatred and violence. The poem says, "No man is an island", and that "No 
man stands alone" but truly if we stand with God we do not have to stand in the 
stagnation of society but be lifted up as He was lifted up. Even in a land of strange 
Gods we have the assurance that He lives and beckons us to come unto Him. That 
He will give rest to the weary and strength for the day. Can we do less than worship 
Him who made the heavens and the earth and promised life eternal to all who will 
pick up his cross and come follow Him.Saturday, July 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another very warm day. Did the usual things. Then tonight we went to another 
movie at the Consulate, but this one was a "dinger"— Goldie Hawn in "Private 
Benjamin". It wasn't a good one at all. A few scenes were really obscene. Next time 
we are going to call and see what it is and who plays in it and the ratings. Then we 
can stay home if it sounds bad. Our new neighbors are moving in, an American girl 
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and her husband is Swiss. Both work for the Red Cross. About 30 years old. They 
seem awfully nice. 



Sunday, July 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just 11 months ago we left home; only 10 months to go. Hurrah! I did some 
baking today and that kitchen was hot! The days are all around 100 or more and the 
nights about 90. But our air conditioner in the bedroom lets us sleep well. If we can 
get our sleep we can stand the heat of the day pretty well. All the days are pretty 
much alike. But the Lord helps me face them and most of the time I feel happy and 
at peace. There are some days that I get so frustrated I could cry. But then I sit and 
count my many blessings or sit and read a letter from one of my special children, and 
I'm happy again. 



Sunday, July 12, 1981 [Arch] 

It has been just 1 1 months to the day when we left Seattle, Washington for 
Pakistan. The time seems to have gone fast but it seems like an eternity since we 
have seen our children. We are only 10 months out from returning home and the 
time will go faster from here on and I'm sure it will be more enjoyable because we are 
adjusted to the problems, cultural shock, etc. I think our real problem is continually 
being anxiously engaged. When I have to find work I feel like crawling the wall, but 
that hasn't been a problem the last month. 

We are getting new neighbors. I have helped them move a few household items 
in and they are a very fine couple. They are about 30 years old and work for the Red 
Cross. He is Swiss and she is an Ohio-born lass. She is the head nurse at the 
Afghani Red Cross refugee hospital. 

Today I saw three uses for a pan that is about 18 inches across the top and six 
inches deep. A woman collected cow droppings and carried it on her head. The 
second was a man watering his horse in one and the third was cooking shish kabobs 
in it. A multipurpose pan, I'd say. Last night we went to a show brought in by the 
Consulate which was trash. If this is what America is getting, no wonder it's going to 
the dogs. 



Friday, July 16, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is our day of worship, to partake of the sacrament and pay our devotion 
to the Most High. Being away from any church organization makes it easy to neglect 
the Church and its functions but we find in our isolated condition we need the 
Church and its influence more than we ever did before. It is our anchor in a troubled 
world, our security and protection from the influences of a people that know not 
God. The Church provides peace in the midst of turmoil and a haven of rest to the 
soul. We see people all around us who have all that the world can bestow upon men 
but they lack one thing the world can't bestow and that is the testimony of Jesus. 
Were I today required to make a choice between the gifts of God and those of the 
world, the way is clear for the gifts of God are eternal and perish not. 
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The monsoons are to arrive within a week and will bring a change in 
temperature. Although the heat of July has been intense, we haven't suffered from it 
as many have but we will welcome the rains. 

Today's report of the Yangtze River is that it is at its peak since 1905 and the 
torrential rains in the Chongqing area have left millions homeless. It is reported that 
18 inches have fallen since Tuesday and that China's biggest dam is threatened. I 
can't help but think of the failure of the dam upstream from Rexburg and Sugar City. 
What devastation and destruction occurred but think what could happen were this 
dam to falter; millions of lives would be endangered. But all the calamities we read 
about in the world are only a fulfilling of prophecy and warn us of the time before 
His coming and how we must be strong to withstand the many things which surely 
must come to usher in His millennial reign. 

Monday, July 13-17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Sorry about that! The last two days have been tolerable. We had our first 
good rain for the summer yesterday (Wednesday) and it really cooled things down (to 
90 degrees). But it seemed heavenly compared to the 100's of the last week. I went 
to the Army hospital here for x-rays of my lower back and an EKG. I'm sure the few 
pains I've had in my chest area are what all the doctors have claimed-a little arthritis 
of the chest lining. And I was right— that's the conclusion. Dr. Yuserf came, too. 
I've been having trouble with my tailbone being sore after I sit awhile. They took x- 
rays and found nothing but an abnormal spot or two on the lower spine which they 
say is a deterioration of the bone, due to age; a normal thing. I still think the tailbone 
problem is because I've lost 25 pounds and it is no longer cushioned with fat. But, 
anyway, I wanted assurance that it wasn't caused from a cyst or tumor, so I will just 
live with it. It cost me just 445 Rs. ($44.50) which isn't bad at all. 

I guess we'll try another movie tonight. If it isn't a good one, we'll just leave and 
walk home. It will break the monotony of doing the same thing night after night 
after night after night. Received a letter from Kathy yesterday telling of their fun trip 
to St. Louis and a letter from Lisa today. We so enjoy hearing from our family. Oh, 
how I'd love to talk to them on the phone or better still, face to face! Dreamer! 

Well, I found out today that I'm very normal when it comes to being homesick. 
Pat Westmore is here with her husband and two children and she said today that she 
just doesn't know how she's going to stay another 1 1 months and Connie Anderson 
said the same thing. Both are young and have their families here and at least I don't 
say, "I can't and I won't." I just say, "I don't want to, but I will!" I guess there's a 
difference. 

Friday, July 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath. Our day has been enjoyable again. We tried to go to a movie 
last night, but there wasn't any. But Pat and Dick Westmore came over and we had 
ice cream and cookies and pop. And then our Danish friend, Gypsy, came by to visit 
awhile. A lot more fun than a movie! It's warmed up again after two days of 
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tolerable weather, after a rain or two. But they say it should be raining some every 
day now. Let's hope so. 

Our lesson today was on King David and how he fell to temptation. It was so 
sad, though I've heard the story many times. Each time it hits me a little harder just 
how easy it is to allow Satan to enter your life. You must be on guard constantly . 

Saturday, July 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

It was a fun day today. Arch took most of the day off (local leave) and we went 
shopping and goofing off. This working six days a week with just one day off. The 
Sabbath surely puts a kink in goof-off days. We attended another movie tonight, 
called "Gloris"; a very good show, very enjoyable. Wish they had more like that. The 
weather hasn't been quite so hot lately. 

Sunday, July 19, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just another work day. I'll be glad when Sunday will be the Sabbath again. Just 
doesn't seem right to have Friday our Sabbath. It's been kind of a do nothing day. 
Went over to Connie's today— she's really depressed. Wouldn't be surprised if she up 
and went home. Same way with Pat and Dick Westmore— they're making noises like 
they'd like to quit and go home. Sure hope not. I make the same kind of noises, but 
they don't mean anything. We're trying to read the Psalms this week, but they get a 
little monotonous. They repeat a lot. But some of them are very beautiful. 

Monday, July 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Arch took 2 1/2 hours off today, then went back to work. Don't know how 
we're going to take local leave days— not much to do. Went to town and found a 
bakery that sells prepared beef, a lot like chip beef; very good. It's nice for a change. 
No rain again today. They say they should be starting anytime. Received two long- 
awaited letters from Deniece. It was so good to hear from her. My children and 
grandchildren are my pride and joy. Oh, how I miss them! 

Tuesday, July 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another hot day today. I sewed quilt blocks and generally did nothing else. It's 
been cloudy and the thermometer has indicated high humidity (which I can tell 
without looking), but no rain. We got notice that there will be a good movie shown 
Thursday, "Ordinary People" by Alan Ladd-Goodie! It's nice to have someplace to 
go in the evening for a change. We review our scriptures (memory work) and the 
books of the Old and New Testament and Book of Mormon. Also, the Articles of 
Faith. We have learned scriptures from: apostasy, restoration, Godhead, and now the 
priesthood. I'm real proud of our progress. In the evening about 8 p.m., we go up 
on the veranda (it's dark then) and sit and look out over the fields and villages and 
meditate and talk of home and our good life the Lord has always provided for us. It 
has been a full and happy one. 
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Tuesday, July 21, 1981 [Arch] 

Have little to report. My work appears to be progressing and I'm struggling for 
things to expand the program, but I guess we should incorporate well what we have 
started before adding on new things. Progress is not being content with mediocrity 
but continually striving for something better. Something that will expand your vision 
and enlarge your capacity. 

Wednesday, July 22, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Marlayne and Dick! Marlayne's "baptism" birthday and Dick's 
"Life begins at 40" one. Congratulations to you both! Was invited over to Pat 
Westmore's this morning for a visit and to do needlework. It was nice for a change 
(nice to get out of the house). 

Thursday, July 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to town this morning with Connie and Pat. I didn't wear my shalwar 
kameez I had made. I feel like I'm ready to go to bed in it. Hope I get used to it so I 
feel good about wearing it to town. That's what I had it made for. We went to the 
Consulate film tonight. Excellent movie, "Ordinary People." Really enjoyable. Wish 
they could all be like that. It rained pretty hard for a few minutes, just as we were 
leaving. But John came over in the jeep and picked us up so we didn't get wet. We 
had our scripture reading and memory work before we left. 

Friday, July 24, 1981 [Ilene] 

This has really been a different 24 th . Our Sabbath, and a very nice cool 85 
degrees, and lovely services. We are so appreciative of the Spirit that is here always 
but especially on our Sabbath. The Lord is truly more than generous with His 
blessings upon us. Our Sabbaths are pretty much the same, but then so are they at 
home! 

Friday, July 24, 1981 [Arch] 

Today in our very back yard are literally thousands of people expelled or fleeing 
from a way of life; which migration has brought world-wide attention and 
humanitarian relief from all corners of the world. How unlike this migration was that 
of the Mormon pioneers. They were under mandate to move or give their lives. 
They had no succor from anyone. Even the government which they supported had 
turned its back on an extermination order. These down-trodden people were 
undaunted and set up an empire in the midst of the Rocky Mountains which today 
stands as a tribute to the industry and belief of a people. 

The Afghani refugee lacks that strength of character or dedication to a cause 
seen by the pioneer trek westward. They lack industry to set up a social state to do 
away with idleness and the evils of the dole. They wander the street in crowds when 
their sponsoring country is sorely in need of roads, bridges, schools, churches and an 
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abundance of farm labor to help lift the burdens of Pakistan. But, such efforts have 
not been devised. Why? Is it to place a burden upon its host beyond which it can 
bear? Is it an infiltration technique designed by an alien power to frustrate and 
propagandize an illiterate population. Whatever the cause, it is contrary to that 
migration we celebrate on this most important day. God bless America; a land which 
is choice above all other lands and the courage , strength, and yes, the religion which 
has made America great and will keep it free if we but serve the God of the land. 



Monday, July 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

There was an extra two-seater white couch left over when everyone got all they 
wanted. So we took it and I can't believe the difference in the cushions. I can sit on 
this and not have my tailbone hit bottom— much nicer. I wore my shalwar kameez to 
town today in 95- degree weather and thought I'd absolutely perish. I just don't see 
how these women wear those things all the time, hot or cold, inside or out. 

I made a batch of fudge tonight, with Arch's help, and a batch of patience candy 
yesterday. I'm going to fix up a couple of plates of candy for Aquila and family, and 
Quasim and family for their Eid. This one is a big one, just like our Christmas. We 
bought Arch some really pretty material for a shalwar shirt. He wants one to take 
home with him. My letters from home have really been few and far between the past 
two weeks. Don't know what the problem is. I think maybe we will have a picture 
taken of the two of us in our Pakistanian outfits for Christmas cards this year. 



Monday, July 27, 1981 [Arch] 

The rain swollen rivers are carrying so much mud that one could almost walk on 
the water. Just south of us 80 miles 24 persons have lost their lives from torrential 
rain and one whole village of 1500 people has been left homeless for floods have 
washed their mud houses away. 

In Pakistan life is pretty cheap. The government has given 1500 rupees to 
families who lost a family member in the flood. This is customary to receive said 
amount for any disastrous death. I also learned what is meant by "weeping and 
wailing." A typical condition for a two to four hour period after death is great 
carryings on. The dead are not embalmed but buried within about 18 hours. 



Tuesday, July 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

We have hot days then a little rain and it really cools off, generally speaking. I 
believe it's cooling off slightly. I'm wearing my shalwar kameez a little more when I 
go to the market. They are hot though, even though the Pakistanian think they're 
cool. The end of the month we can let Quasim go. He has been night chowkidar at 
the other house. Our responsibility will be completed there the 1 st of August. Thank 
goodness. 
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Wednesday, July 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just a year ago today we were on our way to Redfish Lake for our reunion with 
the children before leaving for here. Thank g oodness it's now and not last year! It 
seems like ten years ago and yet it has passed quite fast. Today my friend and 
landlady, Aquila, took me to town with her and her sister and daughter to do last 
minute "Eid" shopping. What a hassle— just as bad or worse than "Christmas 
crowds". It was fun, though. I needed to get out of the house. And we didn't get 
home until 1 p.m. and then I went over to her house at three and helped her make a 
batch of patience and fudge. These people never make candy yet they love it. 

Then tonight John and Connie Anderson took us to the Hong Kong Restaurant 
for a Chinese dinner. It was nice. We got home about 8 p.m. A busy day compared 
to most. We went with them to the Peshawar Club. They belong so they can have a 
permit to buy liquor and they bought 10 bottles of whiskey and 1 bottle of vodka. 
Must have cost them 1200 rupees ($120). Can't imagine anyone spending that kind 
of money for something that's harmful to the body (and mind). 

Thursday, July 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

Quasim and Nazir spent the afternoon baking goodies for their family for Eid. 
We went over to the house and got the stove and such. These poor people that live 
in villages don't have stoves or ovens so they can't bake. That's why they made them 
here. I hope they have a nice "Eid". I know how important it is to me to have a 
"Merry Christmas". 

Thursday, July 30, 1981 [Arch] 

Tomorrow is the last day of Ramadan and the beginning of Eid, which is like our 
Christmas except their Eid is a three day affair of eating and giving presents, etc. 
Stores and business houses will be closed so the past two or three days have been like 
the rush before Christmas. 

Today was very routine. Car wouldn't start, got a new battery; sink wouldn't 
work, run water all over the floor. Labor wouldn't work, too long fasting. Yes, a 
routine day; nothing accomplished. Last night we went and for supper with the 
Andersons and had our fill of Chinese food. We disregarded the fact that the health 
department occasionally closes the place down for serving food below health 
standards and went right ahead and enjoyed it. This is a change from the regular 
menu which is quite limited. Here you eat what you can buy in the market place. 
Sometimes I don't care for what we can get at the market every day 'til a new fruit or 
vegetable comes on so Chinese food is a change. 



Friday, July 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, another Sabbath is about over. This has been a long one. We awoke at 6 
a.m. and so started our meetings about 7:30. So here we are at 6:30 p.m. with 
nothing left to do but write in our journals and go to bed. We'll go beddie-bye early 
tonight! We finished our Sunday School lessons today, a month early, so now we will 
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just continue reading the Old Testament until our new books come and then re-read 
with the lessons. We just finished the New Testament again. We've started the 
"Doctrine and Covenants Commentary" and Vol. II of "Doctrines Of Salvation" and 
"Jesus the Christ." Thank goodness for good church books! 

A year ago we said our goodbyes to our children at the reunion at Redfish Lake 
and headed home to get ourselves ready for our trip here. 

Friday, July 31, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is our day with our Maker and to renew our covenants with Him for 
another week. To rest from our daily labors is a welcome break indeed when we 
spend the day in religious activities. Also it's our day to remember our loved ones by 
writing. This is a partial escape from our exile. The spirit and thoughts cannot be 
confined as can the body, so in spirit we cover the distances to our loved ones and 
spend a few brief moments with them to leave our love and blessings with them. 
This enlivens our souls and makes the week a blessing to us. If our stay has done 
nothing more for me than cause me to write a few brief notes to my children, it has 
done that. 

Saturday, August 1, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today is the first day of Eid. Arch went to work for awhile this morning. 
Mr. Ringonogres, a vice-president of Harza, is here on business, so they're all going to 
have a chat. We went to Pat and Dick Westmore's tonight for supper. I took fresh 
homemade bread, a cake and lemon sherbet. Pat fixed creamed chicken on rice and 
peas; very good. A nice evening of visiting. Of course they all drank their liquor and 
smoked their cigarettes and cigars, but it didn't affect our friendly visit. It would be 
so good to sit and chat with LDS people again, however! 

Sunday, August 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Second day of Eid. Arch took today off. Just goofed around and GAVE ME A 
PERMANENT. Oh, joy! He really does a super job. Am I glad I have a handyman. 
I haven't felt too good today; think it's my hernia, but not sure. I'll give it a day or 
two and see. It's hot again today. 

Sunday, August 2, 1981 [Arch] 

Eide-ul-Fibe holiday. So I get a day off to sit around like a man of leisure. I 
believe I have forgotten how if I ever knew. But I have preformed two tasks well. I 
fixed or cleaned all the taps in the house, took dirt out of the screens, and gave Mom 
a permanent. This is either the third or fourth. Mom says there will only be four 
more permanents and we can go home. That's pretty good news. It only takes me 
about two hours to give one. But it's that wait in between times. Really, though, time 
is going quite fast and I'm working feverishly to get the things done I would like to 
do. I'm afraid time is going to run out. 
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Last night one of the big bosses was in Peshawar and we, the Harza people that 
is, got together for a dinner at Dick and Patty Westmore's place. It was a nice 
occasion, but I found myself speechless as usual. I can always make a poor 
impression on those who count. But those who don't count said a few days ago that 
they wouldn't let me go home if I wouldn't come back. 

Monday, August 3, 1981 [Ilene] 

The third and last day of Eid. Thank goodness! 

Tuesday, August 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Received some letters today-seemed good for a change. Had a bad day, a little 
despondent. I have quite a few of those. Our friends and co-workers, John and 
Connie Anderson, just came back from two days at Swat. She felt the same way I did 
after my trip— no more! The jeep ride was horrible, the road and traffic so 
treacherous that she rode in fear, and no place ever to go to the bathroom (but the 
road side.) It's just not worth it— best to stay home. 

Thursday, August 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

It has tried to rain these last two days and has done a little, but not enough! It's 
so much cooler when it rains. We walked down to the house where they have the 
movies, but no movie tonight. It is our fast day tonight and tomorrow. We are 
dedicating our fast this month in behalf or Lisa and Susan. Lisa is having some 
difficulty lately in keeping her enthusiasm up and not getting despondent. Susan, 
also, with her large family to care for, is having a difficult time with her nerves after 
her new baby. I know our fasting and prayers will help them both. Thank goodness 
there is help when we need it, if we prepare ourselves spiritually before asking. 

Thursday, August 6, 1981 [Arch] 

I'm sure glad when another week is out of the way. I don't know why I should 
be wishing my life away but I have asked that our time speedily pass and we return to 
our loved ones. In direct opposition to this I hope the time permits me to 
accomplish a few things before I go home. I have felt a sense of accomplishment so 
far but have so many projects I'd like to get going within the next eight months. I'm 
trying to add the young farmer program to the extension service and would like to 
start the Home Demonstration Agent work but I don't know whether the program 
will fly or not because of the villagers practicing perdue. And secondly because few 
people are allowed beyond the compound door to their courtyard. But, you can't 
blame me for trying for they need the program. 

Saturday, August 8, 1981 [Ilene] 

Yesterday we had a lovely Sabbath. Our meetings lasted three hours— really was 
a spiritual feast. Today has been a rainy- looking day— a little cooler, but no rain. 
Arch went in to have his prostate gland checked by the Army doctors. They are 
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supposed to be the best (here). They found nothing serious, just an inflamed, slightly 
enlarged gland. Thank goodness. The Lord is truly mindful of us. I guess there is 
no movie again tonight. Boy, those sure fizzled out in a hurry. So it will be beddie- 
bye early tonight. 

Saturday, August 8, 1981 [Arch] 

Studying for a talk is so frustrating. I'm continually finding new and exciting 
things to tell and I get so wrapped up in the learning process that I neglect to put the 
information in final form until it's almost too late. I'm right in that process now. 
Too much to tell in 30 minutes and too much valuable information to discard. I 
guess I had better do like the news editor and start culling paragraphs off the bottom 
until the cloth fits the pattern. 

Today some 20-30 employees from Lahore showed up for work and foul ups in 
residence hall and office space leaves these people without a place to sleep or office 
to work in. They already are disgruntled for having to come and this on top of it will 
cause some irritation. 

Had an examination today and the verdict was the usual Pakistani evaluation "no 
problems." 

I'm glad that a kind Father is looking out for His children. Both Mom and I are 
in good health, not spring chickens but still not dead on the roost. 

A couple of days ago I had nothing to do. It was Eid Holiday, so I started 
cracking some walnuts for Mom and in short order the tiny ants found juicy tidbits to 
carry. Well, the alarm went out and soon my spot was literally crawling with little 
ants trying to carry pieces of walnut meats twice or three times their size. It was 
either them or me, so I took some ant killer and sprinkled poison around me and ants 
scampered to escape. But, I noticed those that had a large piece of walnut would not 
drop the nut in favor of saving their lives. I observed that they have a personal 
welfare plan, which is dearer than life and secondly, no object is too big to tackle. 
One little feller climbed upon my big toe and got ahold and started pulling. I 
wondered whether he needed glasses or was just plain stupid. 

Wednesday, August 12, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just a year ago today we left Seattle. What a year this has been. I am grateful we 
have survived and things have gone as well as they have. I will try to make this next 
nine months worthwhile. I can if I try. Last night I had nine friends here for dinner: 
Connie (who is going back to the states with her two sons); John Anderson and two 
boys, Jason, 8, and Scott, 7; Pat and Dick Westmore and two little girls; Meggan, 5, 
Janet, 2; and Harold Creed, Arch's supervisor. We had baked chicken, potato salad, 
baked beans, buttered peas, tomato and cucumber slices, hot scones, lemon pie; it 
was all very tasty. Even the chicken was TENDER. 

I'm tired today, but then I've done nothing but a washing and a little cleaning. 
The weather is hot again and that makes me tired—mucky, too. We had a really good 
rain Monday, really wet things down good. Arch is busy preparing for a seminar— 
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getting graphs and such ready. Wish I could be busy with something like that. But 
not now. I've really got a headache today. Very unusual for me. 

Thursday, August 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Hot again today. It really saps the strength out of you. Had a run-in with our 
driver, Taz. He can be so exasperating at times. They are going to try to get us 
another driver before long. Taz is just too careless a driver, and these roads and 
traffic are bad enough without having a bad driver! No movie again tonight. Boy, 
those things sure didn't last long. 

Friday, Aug 14, 1981 [Ilene] 

Our Sabbath and Pakistan's Independence Day, but so far no sign at all of 
celebrating. Their president even outlined in detail exactly what he expected 
everyone to do, but no one seemed to listen. At 9 a.m. this morning all loudspeakers 
were to play the National Anthem and all vehicles stop and everybody get out and 
sing and everyone in houses come out and sing. When we went up to the veranda at 
ten to 9 and stayed til 9:15, there wasn't a sound of music or a vehicle that stopped 
or a sound hardly that you could see on the streets around us. And usually we can 
hear the loudspeakers from about six or eight different mosques five times a day 
broadcasting prayer callers. Our meetings were special again today and we wrote 
nine letters. That's a record, I believe. 

Friday, August 14, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is our Sabbath day and correspondence day. After our meetings we take 
pen in hand and write our loved ones — 10 letters written. This is a couple more than 
normal, but it keeps us in touch with civilization because writing letters is like casting 
your bread upon the waters, eventually it comes back to you with butter and jam on 
it. 

Today is National Independence Day. Thirty-four years since securing their 
freedom and of those 34 years, 30 of them have been under a martial law state. The 
president, Zia-ve-Hag, is the National Military Commander and the governors are all 
appointed from the ranks of the Army. I find that a lot of the industry is nationalized 
and ex- Army officials (Colonels, Majors, etc.) are placed in the administrative 
positions. Two of the four sugar companies I work with have retired Army officers 
for managers. The papers today are filled with comments about freedom but other 
articles tell about forming an Islamic government under which all must live. It will be 
taught in all schools starting from the first grade and will be a required course every 
year. If what I see is the fruits of the Islamic religion, I'm afraid they better find a 
new way of life. 

Some of the things I see in the people are: you can buy any one or any thing for 
a price. If you get picked up for a traffic violation and you have a 50 Rs. bill in your 
hand, you don't even get a ticket. Sugar beet trucks are paid by the sugar companies 
to deliver the farmers beets, but if the farmer doesn't come up with a 1400 Rs. bribe 
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his beets will rot in the field. Our employee cuts the cord on a fan so he can go to 
town and buy some parts. When he does, the bill is 25-30% higher than the actual 
cost and the difference is given to the purchaser for pocket money. The general 
manager of Wapda has his contractors do the 200 million dollar irrigation and 
drainage job. For awarding him the contract he had to kickback 3% of the total labor 
contract. The P.M. (prime minister) is in line for 2%. A tidy sum for throwing a 
contract. 

Ilene caught her driver taking a coke yesterday and telling the storekeeper to add 
it to our bill. It is too bad I can't speak Pashto. Anyway, she confronted him with 
the act and, of course, he denied it. Last night I ask that he be fired. I was not going 
to do business with such characters. 

If this is the product of Islamic religion, save me from it. I have said since my 
arrival that these people need the gospel of Jesus Christ and if the people adhered to 
its principles it would eventually change the national image. I read that there are two 
great forces in opposition for the souls of men and those on the Savior's side are few. 
I feel that Islam ties the people of this nation to that other leader. Woe is me. Yet 
there are a lot of fine people here who want to do right but are blinded by the 
cunning craftiness of men. Somewhere in their training they have been taught that 
they are the good guys that wear the white hats and all Christians are a very low class 
of people. In Pakistan it's below the dignity of a Muslim to do floors or clean toilets; 
that is Christian work. And the cook we hired when we first came would rather 
starve than clean the bathroom. I am just beginning to understand what that means 
here. Some of the people here won't even flush the toilet and soon the toilet won't 
flush; then it has to be cleaned. This work requires a Christian. 

Saturday, August 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Had to go to the market again today—ran right out of vegetables and fruit. And 
the stem on my watch broke again so I had to take it back and say, "Please fix it right 
this time." Pat and her two cute little girls went with me. They are a lot more fun to 
go with than Nazir. Nazir didn't come to work today— must be sick. But I got along 
without him. It really rained hard this morning so the lawn got an automatic 
irrigation. And my floors can easily go another day. 



Sunday, August 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

I tried to go to the meat market with Aquila but there was no car available. 
Decided we'd go tomorrow, but about noon, Dick came over and said there was a 
real problem. There is no diesel in town and surrounding, and all our jeeps run on 
diesel. Horrors. Arch is trying to figure ways to get to Mardan the next three days. 
He has an important BIG seminar on. He is the main speaker. Don't know what 
he'll do, or me either, to get meat. Just be a vegetarian, I guess. But here there aren't 
that many vegetables. It's been hot again today. 
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Monday, August 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to the old city today to a meat market. Aquila gets her meat there and got 
us some that has really been good! I didn't get any. They were all out. But I never 
cease to marvel at the absolute chaos at the market there in Qissa Khawani Bazaar. 
It's just indescribable! It's been HOT again today; guess we can expect that for 
another month anyway. Got a letter from Arch's brother, Jay, that was sent the fore 
part of May— three months! I should be getting used to that, but somehow I can't. 
Arch looks weary today, probably worrying about his big seminar tomorrow. It will 
be nice to have over. (Our driver found diesel at a friend of his!) 



August 17, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is the calm before the storm. I guess I could better explain it by saying I 
am in the eye of the hurricane. Tomorrow I am holding a sugar beet seminar. 
Hopefully it will not break out in open field fighting. The growers hate the mill 
people and vice versa and I'm bringing them together for a review of their problems. 
No one has yet had the courage to do such a thing, but "fools rush in where angels 
fear to tread." If it gets too bloody I will just walk off and let them have at it. I'm 
presenting one of the controversial subjects. 

Yesterday just out of Charsadda I saw a little girl about 10 or 11 years, oblivious 
to her surroundings, gracefully dancing in the tall grass. Her movements had such 
rhythm and grace you would have thought she was a queen. The only thing that gave 
her away was that the crown she wore on her head was full of cow manure and she 
was dressed in rags. But I'm sure for a moment she had escaped reality and had 
transcended into a dream world where love and beauty reigned. Thank the good 
Lord our thoughts are not bound to the eternal struggle of the body, but are free. 

Today as I was talking to Patty Westmore's I saw two feathers about five inches 
long moving down the driveway. From my vantage point I could see no reason for 
them moving, but this intrigued me because there was no wind. Upon close 
inspection I found these tiny ants has marshaled their numbers and were taking those 
two feathers home. They had already moved two other feathers home and one was 
part way down the hole. I'm always amazed what can be done when you have the 
determination to do something. We people should learn a lesson from the tiny ants. 



Friday, August 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

I'm way behind today. Not much of interest has happened but that another 
week has passed. It's been HOT again. Hoping this will change soon. Village 
children still swimming in the canal across the way-their way of keeping cool. Our 
friend, Connie Anderson, and two sons finally got off to America. This controllers' 
strike really fouled her up. I still have Pat and her two little girls to shop with and 
complain to. She's fun to be with. I wish I could have interesting things to write 
about like Daddy, but Nazir isn't that colorful a character and he's all I see most days. 
We, Arch and I, do enjoy sitting on the veranda upstairs each night at dark and 
watching the activity around us and speaking of home and loved ones. Just eight 
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months and two weeks to go. Our Sabbaths are a real boon and bright spot in our 
lives. Thank goodness. 

Friday, August 21, 1981 [Arch] 

Another Sabbath nearer home and another opportunity to pay our devotion to 
the most high and pledge our faithfulness as we take the sacrament. We believe the 
scripture applies to us wherein it says, "Where two or more are met in my name, 
there I will be also." We feel the need for His Spirit to support and sustain us 
through the week and He has never left us wanting. Each Sabbath we hold all our 
meetings and cover all the lesson materials and review the conference talks for 
sacrament meeting. 

Yesterday I got a letter from Stu and was excited that my request for help in the 
Provincial Extension program had made its way to the U.S. Extension office in 
Washington D.C. This was beyond my fondest expectations. Now to have the 
foresight to avail this area of what can be offered in assistance. I can't express 
enough of my appreciation for his help. 

Two days ago I was going to Charsadda and because of the heavy traffic had to 
stop behind a tonga parked on the road. While waiting for oncoming traffic to clear, 
the two men in the tonga got out and pulled a donkey out from under the seat. Its 
feet were tied and it was a very peaceful passenger. I have seen them haul most 
everything else before, but not donkeys. 

Our neighbor, the Red Cross director and his wife, the head nurse at the 
refugee hospital, told us that people after being shot up in Afghanistan have traveled 
200 miles piggy back on donkeys to the refugee camp hospital in Peshawar. The 
nurse showed us pictures of badly mutilated bodies that survived the 200-mile trek to 
the hospital. It's a miracle what the body can stand and survive. 

More and more of the refugees are fleeing their homeland and taking up life in a 
tent village outside of Peshawar and other points along the border. They live in the 
most desperate circumstances, but are happy to be alive. We were told that there is a 
rotation system between the refugee camps in Pakistan and the battlefield. The 
Mujahideens are supported by those in camps. This is looked upon with disfavor by 
those supporting the Karmel government and it is felt that within six months there 
will be open warfare on refugee camps. True or false, we will watch the development 
with considerable interest. The local airport is to be completed within another month 
for which we are grateful. It will be upgraded to international status. 

One of our numbers couldn't take it any longer and went home so John 
Anderson will be without wife and family for the next year. 

Tuesday, August 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Sorry about that— late again! The last few days I have spent drawing temples for 
more quilt blocks. I have seven blocks finished, six to go. It takes as long to trace 
and draw the temple on the block as it does to embroider it. But it is going to be a 
very attractive quilt. 
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We have some young boys (about 15 to 20) who swim in the canal across the 
way, ages 4-18. They disrobe to their shorts (loincloth) and swim. Yesterday, Arch 
and I were up on the veranda having Nazir take our pictures in our shalwar kameezas 
to put on our Christmas cards. They spotted us and began hollering and hollering, 
until I turned around and took their picture. These people love to have their pictures 
taken. (Once in awhile you'll find one that objects, but very seldom). 

I am going to an executive meeting this morning for the International Women's 
Club. Our regular meetings start the third Monday in September. It's still pretty hot, 
but they're going to get started, anyway. The World Bank comes Saturday, the 29 th , 
for observation and decisions. Would you believe they still haven't approved this 
project and it's been in operation about 15 months. Unbelievable! 

Arch is attending his first "Training on the job" tour. Once a month he gives his 
agri-officers "book training." Now he's started giving them actual experiences on the 
farm. He's really diligent and doing a great work. They accept his teachings and are 
trying. And a Happy Birthday to Don Cheney, the 27 th , I believe. Have a nice day! 

August 25, 1981 [Arch] 

We have just completed the first day of our tour for the extension service 
personnel. For a first I think it went pretty well, but for an old hand like me I could 
see many things that needed to be improved. But this will come in time. The 
program has to grow on them for a while first. 

Speaking of firsts. I saw another the other day on my way to Swabi. It was a 
shock to see people riding on the top of the bus, then I got so it didn't surprise me to 
see kids standing up on top of the bus, but yesterday we pulled up behind a bus that 
had 10-12 sheep on top of the bus. The shepherd was getting them bedded down for 
the ride, but as usual, they had to wet the bed ground down first. I couldn't say, but I 
hoped the roof didn't leak, for the sheep had. 

Today I learned how to start trees from cuttings and learned to bud and graft so 
when I get home I can have a tree with yellow and red delicious apples on it and 
peaches and apricots, etc. This will be interesting to see if I can apply what I have 
learned. 

Kathy in her letter today has discovered an age-old secret. That is "Keep busy 
and you stay healthy longer." There is nothing that gets to you like having nothing to 
do. No reason to get up in the morning, nowhere to go, nobody depending on you. 
The only remedy for doing nothing is to find something to do even if you have to dig 
holes and fill them up. You have to have reasons to get up and get going to stay 
mentally healthy. I hope that my experience in life has prepared me for retirement. 
For some, retirement means to settle down in your favorite rocking chair to die and I 
can't think of anything more revolting. Life must have its challenges to be 
interesting. Even if I try and fail it is better than never trying at all. 
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Wednesday, August 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

I've done a lot of little odds and ends today. Finished drawing the temples on 
quilt blocks— now to embroider them. Sewed 119 quilt blocks together for my camp 
quilt and practiced my music (on my imaginary piano). It's a hot one again today. 
Wish it would rain and break this heat spell. Every day it's a constant struggle to find 
something useful to keep me busy. When I'm busy, I don't get so homesick (not as 
much). 

Maybe Arch mentioned this in his journal, but the other day he saw several tiny 
ants (they are so little that you can barely see them) carrying a bird's feather about 4 
or 5 inches long. They poked it down their ant hole. Can't imagine what they'll use it 
for (maybe a feather mattress!) But they work together and it's amazing what they 
can carry and eat up by cooperating. 



Friday, August 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Last night we had John Andersen of Harza over for dinner. His wife, Connie, 
and two boys left over a week ago for home. He had just sent in his resignation-said 
he'd had it and was going home. 

Today we had lovely spiritual meetings again. Wrote eight letters and had dinner 
and a nice nap. Woke up to a terrible wind (about 70 mph) and rainstorm. I've never 
seen one like it. Sure hope the electricity holds on. Received a letter from Lisa who 
told of a dream she had. Grandma Gooch came to her and told her if she really 
wanted to learn the language and discussions she would have to stop writing to 
everyone but her parents for two months. She felt this was an answer to her prayers 
and although this would be very hard for her, she has decided to do it. Grandma told 
her to ask me to write Don Bricker (her special one) and the Bennions once a week 
for her and she would write me and send a message for them. We uphold her in this 
decision and pray the Lord will grant unto her the ability to speak and teach in the 
Spanish language. We feel she has shown much maturity and dedication in this 
decision. Happy 17 th anniversary to Ka thy and Dick! Wow! 



Friday, August 28, 1981 [Arch] 

We are having a hell of a wind and rain. I would estimate the wind at 70 mph 
and it's raining two inches per hour. It's coming off our veranda at about the amount 
you could get in a three-inch irrigation pipe under pressure. The wind is the worst 
I've seen and has whipped power lines together and in the five minutes I watched 
from the upstairs reading room we saw three different lines ark out. The wind has 
completely quit but it is still raining heavily. This already has dropped the 
temperature about 12 degrees in the last 15 minutes. This might be the break in the 
weather talked about and the start of the cooler fall weather. 



Right at the height of the wind bicyclers moving in the direction of the wind 
were actually being hurled down the road. Right during that time a little five or six- 
year-old boy was trying to get his two water buffalo and three goats home. Lightning 
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flashing and enough rain to make it almost dark. It's not just raining very gently. It is 
what you would expect when you were in the eye of a hurricane. 

Well, it's over. No trees around us are down. In the back yard are two small 
blocks surrounded by cement walkways about three inches high and one is almost 
running over. We have had a good rain. This reminds me of the rain and wind in the 
Swabi area Wednesday night. In about 1 5 miles we saw some 40-50 trees down on 
the road. Sugar cane lying flat as is the early corn. I don't think either will recover. 
The damage is extensive and severe. 

The past three days the extension staff and I were on tour and had some 60-70 
farmers join us along the way. I feel it was very successful. Now to improve on our 
technique. The rain is over. Last week I conducted a series of sugar beet seminars 
and received the report that it was the most successful they had ever attended. Paper 
gave us excellent coverage. They gave me about five column inches on my fertilizer 
talk. To say the least, I was thrilled with the results. 

Today is our Sabbath and we really enjoy them. The Spirit is always in our 
meetings and we hardly miss our church friends in the meetings. 

Lisa has reported a dream of a Grandma Gooch visitation and a challenge to 
give up all contacts for two months to learn the language. She has accepted the 
challenge. We are doing her correspondence for her during the interim. 

Sunday, August 30, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to John Larsen yesterday: seven years old on the 29 th and such a 
handsome, fine young man. 

Arch went to the meeting today with the World Bank and he said it looks like 
they are going to approve the project. He is going to an "all-man's dinner" tonight 
with the group, too. Guess who's going to stay home alone-yep! But then this is 
only the third time he has done that in the last year. 

It's been WARM again today, but only 90 degrees; much better than 100-110 
degrees. The nights are a little cooler, too. We've only had the fans on in our 
bedroom instead of the air conditioner. 

His co-worker, John Andersen, is quitting and going home. He figured it up and 
if he has to pay to get himself home (which we're hoping he won't) it will cost about 
$10,000 including all the brass and copper he's bought. Wow! I guess I'll stay until 
they send me. 

August 30, 1981 [Arch] 

Got a letter from Brenda and it made me wish we lived closer and shared with 
her the joys and sorrows of daily living. Ilene finds it difficult to keep morale at a 
high level when I am away. I think after being here in Pakistan we have a better 
appreciation of what it is to be a doctor's wife. Would that we could be closer. 
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Today I sat in a meeting to determine the necessary action on the Mardan Scarp 
to keep it afloat. One more revision of the project proposal and I believe the World 
Bank would withdraw its support and we would be winging our way home, but I 
don't see that happening. 

After much study I have prepared a paper to present to the Sugar Research 
Institute for beet breeding. I hope it will be of some good. They want their own seed 
program but don't want to pay the price in time, manpower and money. 

Wednesday, September 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

The last few days have really gone fast. Our driver, Taz, was transferred to 
Mardan (at our request). A few days before, something went wrong with the car 
(jeep) and the motor froze up. The garage tore it to pieces and that took a few days. 
Monday, Arch gave Taz 330 rupees to buy parts. The same day, we found that he 
had gotten 80 rupees from someone else and the paymaster paid him all that was due 
him (without checking to see if he owed anyone). Anyway, Arch has seen nothing of 
him or the 330 rupees or parts for the jeep. And it was found out yesterday that the 
garage found sugar in the gas tank, which was responsible for the motor freezing up 
and ruining it. I hate to think that Taz did this to us, but what else can we think. I 
don't know what Wapda will do. It's useless to try to arrest anyone here unless it's 
very serious like murder or such. As for me, will just mark it up to experience again. 
We're learning. 

Arch went to a good eye specialist yesterday, but found out the blood vessel that 
broke in his eye will dissolve itself. He gave him medicine to help heal it. Nothing 
serious. Thank goodness. A friend gave us games of Yahtze, Scrabble, and 
Monopoly so we're able to play a game for an hour each evening after scripture study 
and before bed. Really helps to break the monotony of long evenings. 

They can't find a record of a $300 (3000 rupees) deposit that Afridi was 
supposed to have put in the bank for Arch. He is another Pakastanian that they had 
to let go. It was cash, so we may have to be out another $300. As I said, we're 
learning not to trust anyone— the hard way. 

September 2, 1981 [Arch] 

There have been days like this but I hope they don't continue. My supervisor 
placed sole blame for the actions of my driver putting sugar in the gas tank on me. I 
can't accept that blame nor will I because the Wapda Supervisor would not release 
the driver on my request two months ago. If they wouldn't release him, I will not 
shoulder the blame. I guess you can tell I have a lousy attitude about it all, but not so 
bad that I am going to quit. So much for that. My driver I fired - he put sugar in the 
gas tank. The motor froze up and he has taken 300 Rs and has absconded. 

Harold saw Taz today and gave him 15 days to return money or be put on the 
list to block any employment opportunity in the future. It's going to be interesting. 

The fate of the Mardan Scarp program still hangs in the balance. In about four 
more days the World Bank will present alternatives that they will finance and if the 
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governor of Pakistan rejects them, the project is doomed. I have mixed emotions 
about it all. These people need the project and I have a goal which will not be 
reached if it goes down the tube. But if the bank is putting up 220 million dollars for 
the development project it should set the terms and conditions of lending. Mr. 
Charles Baker, a Mormon, is heading up the World Bank delegation and Harold hates 
Mormons. I think I'm included. 

On the other hand, I'm not opposed to returning home if things fall through. 
I've got a lot of faith that that won't happen. So we are settled in for 8 V2 more 
months. This week without transportation has been somewhat of a cramp to my 
style. 

Yesterday I went to the eye doctor for treatment of a broken blood vessel in my 
left eye. He said it wasn't serious and it would on its own dissolve the blood. When 
asked the price he said I was a guest in Pakistan and wouldn't take anything. Some 
will not take money for services rendered and other steal from you. Whom can you 
trust? 

Friday, September 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Another Sabbath, our fast and testimony day. We dedicated our fast in behalf of 
Lisa again today. She is still striving to get the language and discussions. She's going 
to make it! Very few letters this week. Sure hope things pick up in that department. 
Guess we've been gone too long; they're forgetting about us (I don't mean that.) Our 
Sabbaths are long sometimes. There is so little we can do on that day. And with no 
one to go visit and such, it's hard to find right things to do; but we manage. 

Friday, September 4, 1981 [Arch] 

After fasting 24 hours, attending three hours of meetings, writing seven letters, 
eating a big meal and sleeping one hour, I feel great. All this in one day. Today is 
our fast meeting day and according to count our 13 th since leaving the United States. 
Or better-stated, just seven more before we leave for home. It seems like all things 
have their beginning or ending according to G.H. (going home) reckoning. Ilene also 
has it figured that it will be three more permanents or one gallon more of peanut 
butter or one Kens season more, or one more miserable winter; then we will be 
packing for home. 

Sunday, September 6, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday, Charles; twenty-nine, I believe. And what does that make me? 
A year older, too. Have a nice day! Today is Pakistani Defense holiday, so Arch is 
home and we've just goofed off. I thought he was going to get to go golfing, but for 
some reason John didn't come; so not today. We have been here 13 months and he 
hasn't got to go yet! 

Yesterday our friends, Sophia and Robert Johns, that moved to Tarbela in 
March, came by to see us for a few minutes. They said they had someone come in 
their house in their absence a few nights ago and steal their stereo and such. They 
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think they know who, but if you go to the police and have someone arrested, the 
people from that person's village really harass you and cause you trouble. And if you 
don't go to the police, the insurance won't cover it. So what can a person do? That's 
Pakistan! 

I have a touch of hay fever off and on now, so fall must be coming. We got a 
letter from Lisa yesterday. She sounded more like her old self; cheery. I believe she 
thought to be a good missionary you had to be long-faced and solemn and that just 
wasn't her. Thank goodness she has come to realize that that isn't the case. The 
Lord wants us to be ourselves, but out best selves and work hard. We're proud of 
her, as we are of all our children and grandchildren! 

Sunday, September 6, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is a defense holiday for these people, so I have been home all day. I had 
hoped we would get a good game in but don't know what happened. Oh well, I 
didn't want to golf anyway. I still don't feel better even though I said it out loud. 
The wind has started up and the dust is flying everywhere. Often this precedes a 
storm, but doubt it will this time. Last night Wapda invited me to a banquet for the 
World Bank Mission. It was especially good food, but I've got a good case of 
diarrhea. I drank some water that wasn't boiled so I'm going to pay for it. 

The Director of Agriculture paid me a real tribute. He said the talk I gave two 
weeks ago had spread like an epidemic and had traveled over 100 miles from the 
point of origin. I was complimented for the quality of the program I was conducting. 
Such little tidbits make it all worthwhile. In two more days we will have another 
seminar. I sure hope it will be a good one. We got the Church News yesterday and 
read it from cover to cover before the day was over. I think we are really hungry for 
Church association. 

The wind is bringing some rain. I would estimate wind speed at 45-55 mph. My 
page is getting gritty from dust filtering in. 

Thursday, September 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Just a year ago tomorrow since we moved into our first house here. Seems ages 
ago. We are much happier in this house. Time is slipping away but not quite as fast 
as I would like. But what else is new. We had visitors last night. Ralph Atkinson and 
dog came over to see Arch. He also works with the Secretary of Agriculture. He's a 
British agronomist that is with the U.N. Then Gypsy and children came. Had a real 
nice visit. Also, a lovely dust storm just before they all arrived, so we sat and visited 
in a dusty house. Oh, well. It's really cooling down. Thank goodness. I suppose 
within the month I'll be closing my windows and turning off the fans. Just think- 
only seven months and three weeks to go. We're getting there! I'm really not that 
unhappy; just lonesome for my children and Church. The Lord is truly good to us, 
mindful of our every need. How grateful we are! 
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Friday, September 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, another Sabbath is about over and what a lovely one it has been. The 
temperature is about 86 degrees today. We don't even have the fans on right now. 
Our meetings were very special again. The Lord really blesses us with His Spirit. We 
are so grateful for that. We've written eight letters and had a good dinner and nap. 
Now we will study scripture and read Church publications until bed time. A 
monotonous life, you say. No, just a quiet, peaceful one, with memories of our 
beloved family, and each other to visit and chat with. 

Friday, September 11, 1981 [Arch] 

The Sabbath has come and almost gone again. It seems we mark time by 
Sabbath days. And there are fewer before us than behind us. It took quite a time to 
reach the half way mark but we are now coasting in quite fast. There is only a few 
items of interest worth mentioning, both of them pertaining to the specialty seminars. 

This is a third series of seminars in which extension and farmers' groups have 
been invited. A field assistant ask for a few minutes time to give a poem which he 
had written for the occasion. It was granted and several times during the 
presentation there was applause from the congregation. Not being able to 
understand what was going on, I innocently ask why they were clapping and was told 
that all of Mardan Scarp was glad that Sab Richards had come from America to help 
them do a better job of farming. I didn't realize I had made any impression but it 
was heart-warming to know they cared. 

The very next day in a different group at the close of the meeting one got up and 
led the 100 or so people in a prayer and I asked what the occasion was for a prayer in 
concert. It was so much like the prayers at funerals. He told me that they were 
praying that Richards Sab would not leave them but would continue to teach them. 
It struck me as a sincere request and expression of gratitude. It really made my day. 

Last Wednesday going to work I saw several tongas hauling mules, cattle, and 
sheep to the sale. They just tie the animal's legs and shove them under the seat and 
away they go. Upon arrival they pull the animal out from under the seat and untie it 
and it is not all tired out in getting there. 

Wednesday, September 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

The time is really going. I've just got to remember to write in this journal more 
often. However, things are getting so common to me here anymore that there is little 
to write about. Today I am going to Khyber Pass with the boss's daughter, Kathy 
Creed. She is a lovely young lady, 23-years-old, in her fourth year of nurses' training. 
She has been visiting her father for a month and will be going back to the States to 
school tomorrow. I really enjoy her. I have been to Khyber Pass once before, but 
didn't have my camera. This time I will take pictures, both with my camera and 
Arch's. His takes slides and mine, pictures. Hopefully it will be a fun day. 
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Yesterday she took me to the Qissa Khawani Bazaar (old city). What a rat race. 
Every time I go there, I'm glad to get home in one piece! Masses and masses of 
people, all staring at two strange women, although we wore our shalwar kameez. We 
didn't have our faces covered and that makes the difference. But I'm not going to 
cover my face in 90 degree weather. 

Wednesday, September 16, 1981 [Arch] 

I went to Charsadda today. They have the livestock sale every Wednesday so the 
crowd near the EADA's office is congregated to market their livestock in the town 
square and their other goods and wares along both sides of the road. With cars, 
trucks, tongas, cattle, and sheep being lead or driven down the narrow alley between 
the marketers on either side of the street, we were held up in a traffic jam. As the 
livestock, people, and vehicles started to clear, I could see the blockage had been 
caused by a 500-pound steer that had been hauled in a tonga, had laid down in the 
middle of the road and wouldn't get up. Every mean and harsh technique was used 
to make the critter get up, but to no avail. As I sat and waited for the road to clear, 
one man figured he had the solution. He picked up the cow's tail, put it between his 
teeth and bit down. The steer bellowed and kicked but wouldn't get up. After all 
endeavors failed, they grabbed him by the feet, tail and head and drug him into the 
barrow pit. When I returned about V2 hour later the animal was gone. Yes, he with a 
sore tail had gone. 

Today was a good day. I presented my proposal for research work for the Jamra 
farm (extension research station), was reviewed by the director and two agronomists 
at the Sugar Research Institute and the Deputy Director of Extension, and got full 
approval to promote such trials. Both groups pledged support of the program so I 
came away feeling good. I might not be doing much hard labor while here but I'm 
sure my influence has been felt. 

Friday, September 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today is another Sabbath and a day of writing letters (10 today). Our meetings 
were special again. It truly is a day of rest here-no place to go (not even Church) and 
nothing to do but meetings, letters, eat, sleep, scriptures, bed. 

We went yesterday to see the furniture factory of Gypsy and Mohammed AH. It 
was nice and their furniture was lovely. We're going to buy a piece or two and take 
home for samples to copy. I'm sure they will sell well there. Haven't received many 
letters this week. Sure hope I get a batch of them tomorrow. Just can't depend on 
this mail service. 

There was an earthquake south of us a ways, a bad one with 212 killed, 37 
missing and 2 000 injured. Funny, we didn't feel anything. That's too close for 
comfort. 
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Friday, September 18, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is our Sabbath; a day of worship and to rest from our daily labors. 
Working six days a week gets tiring and a day of rest is surely needed. We are really 
blessed with His Spirit in our meetings which sustains us through the week. 

Three days ago Pakistan had an earthquake which killed 212 people with 37 still 
missing and in excess of 2000 injured. Again, I believe we had another for I had that 
funny feeling of the house quaking under my feet. Ilene didn't feel it. I could be 
wrong but the paper will give a report if it's true. 

When John Anderson left for America he gave us two brass pieces which we 
enjoy. He left because of marital and family problems. 

Monday, September 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to little 3 year old Paul on the 19 th and to Maurine on the 20 th , 
yesterday. Thirty-one, isn't it, Maurine? About a third of a century old. Happy, 
happy birthday to both of you! 

Went to my first International Women's Club meeting today, the first after a 
three month, hot summer vacation. Had a good crowd, about 50. It was fun. It's 
nice to dress up and go out for a change. Pat Westmore went with me. She enjoyed 
it, too. 

I found out something the other day. We have a cat that calls this her home and 
I put a saucer of milk out for her each day. The other day she was at the back door 
meowing for more and I went to the door and told her to stop and go. She kept up 
the noise and I kept telling her to quit. Nazir came up and said something in Pashto 
to her and she shut up and walked on. I guess she just didn't understand English, 
which seems logical. Why didn't I think of that? 

Well, I have nine of my 13 temple blocks all embroidered and are they cute! 
Won't take long now to finish them. 

Monday, September 21, 1981 [Arch] 

Two more days gone into oblivion with little accomplished. I'm supposed to 
prepare a training manual before I go home and so I'm accumulating items of 
interest. Creed is doing the writing, thank goodness, because I'm a poor writer and 
would not bring glory to Harza. Today I went to Mardan to check out the details of 
the training tour and job approval on my training outline before putting it in the 
training manual. I find I don't have much problem getting my programs approved; I 
only run into troubles getting them done. The people here think the program is great 
so long as they can get the government to do it. 

Wednesday, September 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

I've been cutting out quilt blocks again today. Before I leave I should have 
blocks completed for two quilts! One pretty one (temple quilt), one not so pretty 
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(cotton blocks), but serviceable. Received a letter from Susan today saying, among 
other things, that Stephen had been called to be the 2 nd Counselor in the Oregon- 
Idaho Mission Presidency. Congratulations! We weren't surprised, just thrilled. Gee. 
I wish I could think of something exciting to write, but I can't. Maybe another time. 

Well, guess what? We received a telegram from Deniece a few days ago and they 
are expecting another little one the 13 th of May. We are so thrilled and we may be 
able to make it home by then. If not, mighty close to it — 

September 23, 1981 [Arch] 

Toured the Sugar Research Institute with my Charsadda staff of 50 Field 
Assistants and four A.O.'s. The tour was better organized than previously. My 
suggestions were used to good advantage. My car is performing well since its repair 
(sugar in the carburetor). 

My driver told me today that he lives 18 miles from my place and has to get at 
4:00 a.m. to get to work by 6:30. He said he walks five miles to catch a bus that 
brings him within one mile of my home. So he walks 12 miles per day to work for 
eight hours and pays 5 Rs. per day for bus fare out of his earnings of 23 rupees. He 
is always on time and cheerful about his work. 

Got a letter from Deniece a couple days ago announcing the arrival date of her 
third born. We were so thrilled for them and have already started to worry about her 
welfare and hope she uses good judgment for the interim period until May 13 th . If 
everything goes well we should be home by that time. It looks rather suspicious. Was 
she planning the day of our arrival to correspond with the arrival of their third child? 
We really have got some catching up to do. To be introduced to little Tim and see 
how much Laurel has grown and to attend another family reunion again. We are 
looking forward with each passing day. 

I must be getting older; my joints are complaining more as time passes. I have to 
start off slow after getting up until everything starts functioning right. Then I do all 
right. I am glad I have lost some weight because the weight lost would be an 
additional burden when things don't function as good as they should. 

Got a letter from Susan and Steve and congratulated Steve on his new 
assignment as Counselor in the Mission Presidency and to Sue for her supportive roll. 
May God bless them in the new assignment. 

Saturday, September 26, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, yesterday was another lovely Sabbath. We wrote nine letters again. Today 
we received a letter from Lisa and Deniece. Sure wish I could hear from Maurine 
and Nathan. I'm afraid the new cabinet business and the reception center is keeping 
them so loaded that they don't have time for their family and Church. I will be glad 
when we can go home and help them. 

Today the electricity was off all day . 6 a.m. to 6 p.m. Sure hope it won't be 
tomorrow. Arch says he heard that it would be. It really plays havoc with the meat 



Saturday, September 26, 1981 [Arch] 



190 



and food in the deep freeze and refrigerator. The temperature was 94 degrees at 2 
p.m. today. That's pretty warm with no fans going. Tonight when it came on I 
washed and took care of things in the freezer and frig. 

Arch is sitting here wearing his shalwar shirt. He looks so different in them. I'm 
glad he wears western clothes. They are more manly. 

Saturday, September 26, 1981 [Arch] 

Letter today from Lisa and Deniece expressing the goodness of the Lord to 
them. Deniece says if you do what you should the Lord will bless your grain and 
garden. Lisa is working hard to condition herself for her missionary labors. It is 
challenging but she is determined to beat the game. Today was an uneventful day, 
except for the two letters. Deniece said Sue was happy with their new way of life and 
very contented. We are happy for her. Some of our frustrations are the temperature 
still goes up to 94+ degrees each day and we were without power for 12 hours. The 
deep freeze is sitting in a puddle of water and I sweltered in my office for the lack of 
a fan or draft. 

Monday, September 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Went to a cooking class today at Aquila's. She made sweet and sour chicken. I 
made candy to demonstrate. There were about 30 women there. Then I furnished 
cookies and she, tea. The women really seemed to enjoy it. There is very little candy 
making here in Pakistan and they were anxious to learn how to make some kind of 
candy. I feel a little like I am coming down with a cold; sure hope not. I haven't had 
one for a long time. (This pen's something else — so is this one.) 

Last night we had a visit from a Pakistanian couple that invited us over for Eid 
dinner the 9 th of October. I guess we'll go. It should be interesting. 

Monday, September 28, 1981 [Arch] 

A reverend from a little Christian church group from Lahore called on us 
tonight. Object: to sell some ready-made clothing. We bought one piece from him, 
which will keep him coming back. He works on the philosophy that they will buy to 
get rid of me. We have a different code. I have learned to stand up and thank them 
for the visit and move to the door. It usually works. If it fails then plan two is used. 
"Please call again when we are not so busy." The third approach is "We will get in 
touch when we want to make a purchase." 

I paid the Secretary of Agriculture a business visit. My monthly review must 
wait until he returns from a tour to Montserrat. The governor capitalizes on much of 
his time. 

Tuesday, September 29, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy third birthday, little Tenille. Have a fun, fun day. I've been nursing a 
cold today; started on some cold tablets Charles gave me and I feel much better 
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tonight. Of course, I had my gamma shot just two weeks ago, so I'm sure that has 
something to do with it. 

I think it's time for me to come home. Today we had a window replaced that 
the wind blew shut and broke. It's always been a beast to open-tug, tug, tug. Well, 
after they left, I tried to open it— just couldn't. When Arch came home, I had him 
help me. Nope. He got a piece of wire and made a special kind of tool. Nope. And 
then I noticed — it was locked! Oh, yes, it worked beautifully after unlocking it! 

It's been hot again today. Should be cooling down much more than it is. 

Friday, October 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, another Sabbath has rolled around, and a fast and testimony day at that. 
Just six more of those days and we'll be heading home. Yes, time is passing. I guess 
when it's all over with and we get home I'll wonder why I thought the time went 
slow. 

We've had a lovely set of meetings again today. I never cease to wonder how 
one can feel so fulfilled spiritually with only two in our meetings, but it's so. We also 
wrote eight letters again today. That brings us closer to our children also. 

Friday, October 2, 1981 [Arch] 

Just seven months from today and we will be on our way home. In short we 
have only 1/3 of our contract left. This seems like a long time still, but it is going 
faster all the time. 

Today is the day before conference starts in Salt Lake City and our thoughts are 
with President Kimball. Hoping that he has a speedy recovery. President Tanner 
also needs our faith and prayers. I guess this conference will be the first for many 
years that President Kimball is absent. I get lonesome this time of the year to go to 
Salt Lake City and conference. I have really missed going. Mom and I agreed we 
would try to go again as soon as possible upon our return. 

Monday, October 5, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday yesterday, Brenda! Sure hope you had a special day. Well, 
conference is all over again for another six months. Just think; after next conference, 
we'll only have one more month. Arch is going to give me a permanent this week. 
That will leave just three more to go. 

Went shopping with Aquila yesterday and bought me two pairs of shoes. They 
are quite narrow here and very inexpensive, so I plan to take a few pairs home with 
me. We haven't heard from Lisa yet this week and I sure hope we get a letter today. 
It's past time for some other letters, also. Eid is this weekend again. I don't know 
how many days, probably three again. Oh, joy. The weather is much nicer now; don't 
need the fans or air conditioner every day, just once in awhile. 
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Saturday, October 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, this is the second day of a three day holiday of Eid again. We didn't hear 
from Lisa at all this week. That's the first week we've missed since she left on her 
mission in April. And of course, with Eid, there will be no mail for three days. 
These holidays are really hard on us with no transportation. We can just sit home 
and try to find something to do. Arch wiped up all my downstairs floors this 
morning (Nazir usually does this), fixed the toilet, and made me some door stops. I 
washed, mounted some pictures, took a nap, etc. Just don't know what we'll do 
tomorrow. Tonight, his boss and Dick and Pattie are coming over to pop corn and 
make candy. Sound exciting? Not much. But then "this too shall pass". Things 
have become so commonplace to us here that there's really not much to write about. 
Maybe after going to the wedding (three days of it and one full night), I'll be able to 
write an interesting tale. 

Yesterday, for our Sabbath, we held all our meetings and then were invited out 
for an Eid lunch at Mr. And Mrs. Afridi's house. They had killed two sheep for Eid, 
sheep they had raised themselves and become attached to. Then they gave one third 
to the poor, one third to their friends, and kept one third for themselves. She told us 
this story; "Their prophet, Mohammed, had a vision and an angel came to him and 
told him that Allah wanted him to sacrifice his son. So he took his son outside to do 
this and then he was stopped and they saw a sheep in the bushes and they sacrificed 
that." Sound familiar? Right. The story of Abraham and his son, Isaac, in the Old 
Testament. We've read some of the Koran, their holy book, and there are numerous 
stories just like those in the Bible, only he has changed the names pretty much. You 
see, these people have never seen or read the Bible, so they don't know he 
(Mohammed) got all of these supposed "revelations" from the Bible. If I remember 
correctly, he lived about 1600 A.D., and they claim he was the last prophet upon the 
earth. 

Saturday, October 10, 1981 [Arch] 

Time gets away without an entry. I guess this is because our lives have little new 
to write about. For the sake of the record we realize how fortunate we are to belong 
to the Church and to know that angels in heaven are concerned about our welfare. 
As I travel the highway and see the near misses, I'm continually reminded of how 
blessed we are. 

Ilene and I have wondered why these people are so far behind the rest of the 
Christian world and we had to conclude that they didn't have the light of Christ. This 
is very real. These people's eyes can copy most anything, but without the light of 
Christ their mind is dark and their minds eye cannot see the way. All is darkness to 
them. Were the Mormons to take over this land it would be one of the most 
productive in the world. The climate is such that two crops can be produced a year. 
However, with the present conditions prevailing it will continue with the bullock and 
manpower. 

Muslim religion has an adverse effect upon its adherents. Its intent is to 
establish a society in which there are no rich and no poor. How they go about it is 
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the root of their problems. They have what they call zakot, which is the taking from 
those who have and distributing it to the poor. This has taken the initiative away 
from the earners or it has made them dishonest. The government has the right under 
Islamic law once a year to remove all accounts in excess of 2,000 Rs. and put it into 
the hands of the zakot committee. This reduces the producer so he no longer has 
capital to maintain his business operation. So he illegally moves his money into a 
foreign account where it can't be touched. If he is caught he will be put in jail under 
rigorous imprisonment, which is dominated by military law. The political system is so 
corrupt that no one trusts his neighbor. Officials are bought for a price. Nothing is 
sacred. This condition is self-perpetuating in that it is sinking to a lower level each 
year. There is little hope for these people unless there is a change in their religion. 
Christ cannot bless those who do not diligently seek Him, therefore the curse of 
darkness. 

Sunday, October 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I found out last night that Mohammed lived 600 A.D. and that he would 
have had access to the records that were later made into the Old Testament— just like 
Lehi and the brass plates he sent his boys to get with the history of Abraham, Moses, 
etc. 

This has been another "busy work" day. I did get an outline made of a diagram 
for my patchwork quilt and some more blocks finished. I have about 175 more 
blocks to finish. It gets dark at 6 p.m. now— long evenings. Sure hope we hear from 
Lisa tomorrow. It's been over two weeks — 

Sunday, October 11, 1981 [Arch] 

I'm still on holiday because of Eid. At Javid Afridi's place Friday his wife told 
Ilene and I the story behind the sacrificial lamb. Mohammed the prophet was visited 
by an angel and was told to sacrifice his son. The next morning he dressed him up 
pretty and took him out to sacrifice him but was stopped before plunging the knife. 
He was told a ram would be found in the thicket to sacrifice. This he did. I have 
wondered what they would think if they read the Bible and found the story of 
Abraham and Isaac. This sounds like a little deception and plagiarism. They have 
added to the ceremony a few frills such as living for three months with the animal to 
be sacrificed so you would build a relationship of a father to a son. That way when 
the sacrifice is made the father would experience all the emotions of sacrificing his 
son. 

They have also added a custom of dividing the animals into thirds - giving one 
third to the poor, one third to neighbors, and keeping one third. The sheep or goat is 
also divided into three parts. The parts must be divided (part of the heart, liver and 
body) and distributed. Then some of what is retained and eaten is to be barbequed 
to signify the burning of the sacrifice. 

All these rituals have a resemblance to the type to come, but have been (by the 
last great Prophet Mohammed, God bless him) plagiarized to use as seemeth him 
good. It is easy to understand why there is a curse upon this land and people. I am 
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thankful that we have a merciful and a just God that all may reap the reward of their 
actions, whether they be good or evil. I am of the opinion this is the problem of the 
Muslim nations. Were they to accept God as their Father and Jesus Christ as their 
Savior this area could be a productive and delightsome place to live. 

Since our arrival some 14 months ago, conditions have degenerated with the 
introduction of Islam into the laws, schools, and national way of life. In Iran all 
women (Islam) are to be fully covered; face, head and body. This has set women 
suffrage back 50 years and will be happening here as soon as the transition to Islam is 
completed. 

People here have no national patriotism; everybody hates the way they live. 
There is a lack of honesty and integrity in all walks of life. To cheat, steal, take 
bribes, and jack up prices on all commodities and pocket the difference is an 
accepted way of life. With no law and the populace being illiterate, it makes it 
acceptable. This is so foreign to the Mormon way of life that it is difficult to adjust 
to the custom. 

These people are an offshoot of Abraham by his wife Hagar, the handmaid of 
Sarai, Abram's first wife. Hagar's son, Ishmael, is the progenitor of the Islamic 
people (nations). It is said that he will be a wild man; his hands will be against every 
man, and every man's hand against him. This prophecy is still being fulfilled unto 
this date. The Islamic nations are continually warring among themselves. They speak 
of equality and brotherly love, but what I see is hatred, tribal feuds, unrest of people 
and nations rather than peace and harmony. Those Ishmaelic traits have been passed 
down from generation to generation and are evidenced in the lives of many of the 
people today. 

The prophetic promise of "multiplying thy seed exceedingly" has truly come to 
pass. Last week in excess of two million people made the pilgrimage to Mecca where 
annually they pray for a forgiveness of individual sins. The pilgrimage has become a 
nationally controlled event. This year 50,000 people were granted leave from their 
work to make the trek and generally it takes three to four months and usually leaves 
the participants (many) penniless. Some spend their entire life savings on the trip, 
leaving wife and family with little hope of rising above poverty level the balance of 
their lives. My friend, Bachier, told me it would cost him 200,000 Rs, which is his 
entire life savings. Because of his great devotion he was willing to make the sacrifice. 
Few, if any, women attend; their lot is in the home raising the family. 

Another thing that seems strange is their custom of saying prayers five times a 
day. It's not that they pray frequently, but that they pray in public where all can see, 
not in their closets or in private where only God can see. It appears they aspire to be 
praised and honored and to be seen of men, which is contrary to what I believe. It 
has been said they have their reward. But when you pray in secret the Lord will 
reward thee openly and give thee answers to your prayers. 

It's interesting. All meetings or gatherings are opened with prayer and often a 
reading of the Koran, but individually many will confess lack of belief of their 
traditions and are motivated by peer pressures to follow a form of godliness. Some 
are awakening to the need for a better way of life, but their tribal way of life is so 
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strong that one is not strong enough to break away. If he does he is no longer 
recognized as being alive. At marriages all the family must be there regardless of how 
far or what expense it might require to make the trip. If they fail to appear they are 
ostracized from the family. All future contact is severed which to these people is 
worse than death itself. 

Thursday, October 15, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I went to the first day of Aquila's nephew's wedding. We went at 5 p.m. 
and, of course, we were separated. It's a terrible sin here to let husbands and wives 
be together at a social function. I sat alone among about 250 women, watching a few 
clap hands and sing(?) and dance in a circle for about 11/2 hours. Then went to eat 
hot , hot sink kabobs (round shaped sausage; ground mutton, so hot you can't taste it; 
and tea and their type of sweets (shortening, flour and sugar, uncooked). 

Sat again and watched about the same thing until eight. I was supposed to go 
with the family to Mardan and sit up all night and watch pretty much the same thing. 
I even had my bag in their car and then decided I didn't have to and I wasn't going 
to. So I begged off and came home with Arch and had a good night's sleep. We 
have to go again at noon today for something else. I have the feeling it will pretty 
much be about the same thing, but I was assured last night, after inquiring, that I 
would get to see the bride today. (After all, this is all in honor of him and her.) And 
then tomorrow we go to Mardan for awhile again for more of the same, I guess. 
Even their own people feel the same way. It's boring, senseless, tiring. But nobody 
bothers to change. 

Well, we got a letter finally from Lisa Tuesday. It had been stamped in the 
general post office a week before; took a week to get here to the University Town 
Post Office. Also, one from Brenda and then yesterday, another one from Lisa and 
one from Kathy. Eureka! 

Friday, October 16, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, last night was more boring than the day before; three solid hours of sitting 
on hard chairs, doing nothing, waiting for something— I didn't know what. It turned 
out to be nothing. No, I didn't see the bride, just had a plate of rice and chicken. 
Well, today we were gluttons for punishment again and went clear to Mardan to the 
"last" day of the doings. This time to the home of the groom's folks. I sat again, on 
a hard chair, for three hours, listening to a bong bong drummer and Pakistanian 
singer (?) sing the same song over and over and over and over; gathering up rupees 
that people held over other people's heads. The bride came out (led by two women), 
head bowed, sat on a chair and acted like she was deaf and dumb (and blind); a very 
pretty 17-year-old being married off to a 30-year-old man (a very nice one, my 
husband says). She was dressed in a red and gold brocaded shalwar kameez, red veil 
with gold sequins, painted to the hilt. 

Then later she was led back to the room, redressed in a gold and white outfit and 
led out again. Finally, I got up and told the hostess (my landlady) I was going. She 
said, "No. You haven't eaten yet." She went in and they prepared a table of food for 
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a few of us that had to leave and travel; rice and chicken again, and we came home. 
They were still going strong— same old thing. The men had eaten (they always 
separate men and women) and they always feed them first. It was about 2:30 p.m. 
when we left and they still hadn't fed the women. Not again. I am going to decline 
the next invite and I don't care who it is and if they get mad. I am not going again 
and sit by myself on a hard chair for three or more hours absolutely doing nothing! 
So be it. Arch says " Amen" to that. 

Well, tomorrow we will use for our Sabbath instead of today. This week has 
really been loused up. 

Friday, October 16, 1981 [Arch] 

Today was our Sabbath day and I had to speak at a World Food Day gathering. 
Our driver was one hour and 1 5 minutes late and I debated whether to go or not, but 
because of a wedding in the afternoon we decided to go anyway. When I got to the 
meeting they had waited for me because I found out I was the principle speaker. The 
gathering was small but the three speakers gave good messages. 

The last three days we have been guests to a marriage. I will not let myself get 
roped into another before I go home! It's a real bore. The marriage tradition here 
stinks and in the last three afternoons I have sat alone for approximately six hours 
without anyone speaking to me. Today I fooled them; I took a good book and read. 
You can sure know what is meant when you say "we are in the world but not of the 
world." I have been surrounded by people and all of them are afraid to sit within 2-3 
chairs from me. It's like I have a contagious disease. Oh well, it's all over today. We 
have filled our obligation and I won't let it happen again. 

The three days were highlighted with food. I think that's all the big crowd 
comes for. I would guess there have been a total of 650-700 men and an equal 
number of women fed as part of the wedding festivities. They separate the men from 
the women and all the men do is sit and talk. There is a bagpipe band playing a few 
numbers, but no other entertainment. 

I'm told it's darned expensive. It was suggested that this affair would cost 
200,000 Rs. This is enough to set up the kids in business, but it's mostly spent on the 
wedding food, tents, lights, etc. Thank goodness I don't have to put up with it when 
Lisa gets married. 

Wednesday, October 21, 1981 [Ilene] 

We had a lovely Sabbath on the Saturday, the 17 th - The Lord really blesses us no 
matter what day we have to use. I'm so glad we can live the spirit of the law. Sunday 
we went to a Pakistanian doctor who had been England-trained and had practices 
there, thinking he'd know what he was doing and be clean. Well, we were wrong on 
both counts. Instead of a cholera-typhoid booster, he gave us full shots and did us 
both with the SAME needle. His office was a disaster area. Never again. I was ill 
that night (the last booster I got, I hardly knew I'd had it), passed out twice before 
Arch got me back to bed, was in bed all the next day. Feeling fine today. 
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Went shopping with Pat Westmore and Julie Morod (ICRC). They're young 
enough to be my daughters, but we had a ball. Shopping is the only thing women 
have to do here. It does help to pass the time. I didn't spend much. 

I've been getting letters from Lisa again. Thank goodness. She's doing much 
better. The language is coming. Our friend, Nabi, went to England this summer and 
brought us a beautiful little chrome souvenir dish with the face of Prince Charles and 
Lady Diana etched on it and their marriage date; very lovely. 

Sunday, October 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

I was upset today with Nazir. I had so many errands that had to be run and all 
and he didn't come to work. I finally went over to Mr. Creed's and talked to Quasim, 
his father, and he told me that there had been a death in the village and Nazir 
couldn't come to work. We had discussed this once before when he wanted to leave 
early one morning because an old woman died in the village. At that time, I told him 
that unless it was a close relative I did not want him to plan on taking time off. 
Evidently, he either didn't understand or, more like it, he didn't want to understand. 
Tomorrow I will make sure he does understand . 

It really pays to listen to the promptings of the Spirit. Harold Creed wants me to 
help with a party he is giving Thursday night. Quasim and I had fixed a menu and all 
and divided up responsibilities. I told Harold that Quasim could make the fresh salad 
and rolls and I'd come over to help him fix the undercut roast to roast that day. 
Something kept nagging at me the last two days. "I'd better check with Quasim and 
make sure he is getting the meat before Thursday." (really Tuesday.) They don't sell 
meat on Tuesday and Wednesday. 

Well, I finally gave in and went over to see him. Sure enough. Harold had told 
him that I was taking care of the meat. I assured him I was not getting the meat . I 
was going to help him prepare it. He hurried down and told Creed and then went to 
town to find an undercut. If I hadn't heeded the prompting, we'd have gotten over 
there Thursday to prepare the meat and there wouldn't be any (here in Pakistan there 
are no available butcher shops anytime you need them. Wow!) 

Tuesday, October 27, 1981 [Ilene] 

It's been cold today. We had a rainstorm last night and it's sort of drizzled all 
day. It will be time to turn on our stoves soon. Yesterday I went to the Peshawar 
Club for the International Women's Club executive meeting. We've been asked to 
donate more blankets and sheets. When our president asked what happened to the 
60 sheets we donated last spring, the administrator shrugged his shoulders and said, 
"Oh, you know there is pilfering in the hospitals." Corruption is a way of life here. I 
can't see any way to turn it around, yet we want to help the poor and sick. But how 
do you do it with greedy middlemen to handle it. I went with Pattie to do vegetable 
shopping for the dinner we're helping with Thursday night at Creed's home. 
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Tuesday, October 27, 1981 [Arch] 

It has been one of those days. It started out raining and dismal. The office was 
cold and part of the staff didn't come to work. I was asked to help calibrate a 
multipurpose drill at 9:00 a.m. At 9:30 no one had shown up so I called on the 
phone those who were anxious for my services. They said it had rained so they 
wouldn't keep their appointment. 

I did get a look around the Agricultural Engineering shops and couldn't believe 
my eyes. They have quite a bit of farm machinery that they are going to test and 
determine whether it can meet Pakistani standards and none of their staff knows 
anything about tractors or farm equipment. How ridiculous for people here who 
know nothing about machinery to pass judgment on equipment which has passed the 
test of time in other countries. I was able to identify pieces of equipment that they 
didn't know anything about. Yet, they sit and are rusting away waiting for someone 
with know-how to use them. 

After a disgusting 45 minutes I left and went to the Nowshera engineering 
works. They were thrilled to see me and ushered me out to their plant to give them 
engineering instructions on a problem with a groundnut digger. The manager said 
they would proceed with all haste now they know what to do. They asked me to 
design a cane stripper. I'm left cold. I have had no experience as an engineer. 

I also went and welcomed one of my colleagues who had spent the last two 
months at Mecca with others observing Haj. He said it was a great experience but I 
was unable to get him to talk about it. 

Yesterday another border incident happened and Afghani planes crossed the 
border and strafed a Pakistani town and then dropped some bombs as they crossed 
the border, which landed in their own country. The shrapnel from the bombs hit 
some Pakistani people. Trouble is brewing. How long it will take to build up a full 
head of steam is unknown but it isn't good. This makes the fourth or fifth time. 

Last night Mom and I went to the office to see if we had some mail and as we 
walked back a woman just in front of us (in a burqa) sat down in the road and went 
to the bathroom. These people will have a fit if you looked at their face, but think 
nothing of going to the bathroom right in front of you in the street. Both men and 
women do the same thing. The men are much worse this way than the women. It 
has happened so often that we think nothing of it. 

Saturday, October 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

So today is Halloween. No trick or treaters tonight. Pakistan never heard of it. 
Thursday night Harold Creed had his "big party." Pattie and I supervised and 
cooked a big share of the dinner. It was a LOT of work, but about 37 turned out and 
a "drinking good time" was had by all (but Arch and I). We and one Pakistanian wife 
drank soft drinks. I really get weary of going to parties where there is smoking and 
drinking. It will be so great to get home and be able to go to a good LDS party again. 
The weather is beautiful now; 70-80 degrees daytime, 55-65 degrees at night. But 
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I'm sure it won't last long. I've just about got the blocks ready for my cotton 
patchwork quilt. It's going to be pretty. 

Saturday, October 31, 1981 [Arch] 

Trick or treat night and I'm satisfied the ones going from door to door don't 
know what's back of trick or treating. But I shall never forget nor would I enumerate 
the tricks pulled. I remember dismantling a buggy and reassembling it on the top of a 
man's house. One other place we put a dead calf on another man's porch. Those 
days we didn't know what a treat was. Today they don't know what a trick is and 
thank goodness for that. Here in Pakistan they don't know what either means. 

Made another application of betanal and betanel to the herbicide plot today. 
The Dual and Merpelon plots look good but I don't think the extension staff will 
generate enough interest to get 10 people to see it. Other than that I worked hard 
today, there is little to report. 

Wednesday, November 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, I have something to write about tonight. Day before yesterday Nazir came 
to me and said a lady had given him a beautiful piece of velvet to make his wife a 
Shalwar Kameez. He took it to a tailor who ruined it. First, he didn't know how to 
press it and ruined a sleeve and, second, the Kameez fit horrible. His wife cried and 
he said his heart was broken when he saw it. "Madame", he said, "Would you please 
fix it?" Gracious! I refused; said I could sew, yes, but I was not a tailor. And then he 
looked so sad (like his heart was broken) and I thought, "Well, Ilene, you're a great 
one if you can't use what ability you have to at least TRY to help someone." So, yes, 
I told him I'd try. And when I looked at the mess , my heart almost failed me. 

Well, anyway, he ripped it all apart and we got one of my patterns out and re -cut 
the sleeve holes and sleeve, re-did the shoulder seams and adjusted the neck, re-fitted 
the side seams (his wife practices Perdue— doesn't show herself outside her home 
unless she's completely covered with a burqa.) So I had to walk to the village and 
halfway pin it on her and come back home and sew it. Well, at least it looked better 
when I finished today. I'll have to wait until tomorrow to find out how it fit. Quite 
an experience, but I'm glad I tried. 

Also, on the way home from the village, Arch and I met a man that we knew 
slightly and he asked us if we would do a favor for a young Pakistanian man who was 
going to America to a photographer's school and needed a check for $75 written on 
an American bank to send in with his application. He'd give us rupees for it (750). 
Well, we hesitated and then decided OK. He was a fine looking gentleman of about 
30, western dressed. Came to the house and before leaving we got on the subject of 
religion and he got excited about the Church (he is already a Christian), but said he 
was very dissatisfied with the Christian churches here; too much politics and money 
involved. He asked for literature and a Book of Mormon. We gave him both and 
then when he learned that we held our own meeting every Friday, he asked if he 
could come. Of course, we said, "YES!" So we are looking forward to him and his 
wife and two children Friday. His name is William Patrick, funny name for a 
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Pakistanian. He must have had an Irish grandfather sometime in his past-a very 
likable person. We'll see — 

Wednesday, November 4, 1981 [Arch] 

Another day another dollar in the hole— or so it seems. Today and yesterday 
have been extension fortnightly training meetings and I have had the responsibility of 
telling 160 employees we were not well pleased. Outlined for their supervisors ways 
of improving their abilities to manage. In addition started a monitoring system for 
the service that will be for reaching its eventual goal. It will be an index of the 
success of the extension program, and a technique that can be statistically analyzed 
for probabilities. It would appear that the burden of success of this endeavor more 
and more rests upon my shoulders. The burden is becoming great. 

In the past two days delegations have come to me and asked me to represent 
them to the Secretary of Agriculture for I am their only advocate with the powers 
that be. The second group was chaired by the father-in-law of the governor and 
asked that I represent them in developing water for a segment in the Charsadda area. 
What could I do or should I do. They think I am able to do anything I set my hand 
to and they have great faith. With my Father in Heaven's help we can investigate and 
hopefully find a solution. If I can spread the gospel through service, so be it. 

Last night we had a thrill when, by quirk I would say, we met and assisted a total 
stranger in accomplishing his goal. In the process Mom and I introduced him to the 
gospel. He confessed that he was fed up with his religion and asked if he and his 
family could meet with us when we hold our next service. It is arranged. God 
willing, all will go well. 

Saturday, November 7, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, William came with his wife and two little boys. They both were very 
interested and William was full of questions and just ate up everything we taught him. 
He has invited us to visit him at his home tomorrow evening. This is exciting! We 
didn't have time yesterday to write letters so we did so today. It's another three-day 
religious holiday. Arch went golfing this morning for the first time since we came to 
Pakistan 15 months ago. I was glad for him. Tomorrow I will bake bread and 
cookies and I don't know what he will do. But he needs a day to relax and do 
nothing. 

Saturday, November 7, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is a holiday and Dick and I went golfing. This is the first time out since 
arriving in Pakistan. It will probably be my last but it was fun for a change. After the 
first hole I decided I couldn't count that high in Urdu so I quit at eight. The game 
was a lot more enjoyable when your only interest was getting off a good shot. I 
found the course too narrow and too many trees along narrow fairways. It is a 
course that when you go off the fairway you have lost a ball. So it only can be played 
a few more times before I run out of balls. 
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Thursday I met the new Deputy Commissioner and had a pretty good gospel 
discussion with him inasmuch as I was fasting. He told me his door was always open 
and to just walk in (office). 

Monday, November 9, 1981 [Ilene] 

William came yesterday and we ordered a car and driver and we went to his 
house. He has an old PIANO and we sang hymns for an hour or so and had a fun 
time. Then he and his brother-in-law, a very likable fellow, came back with us about 
6:30 and we visited awhile. William wanted to know if there wasn't some "instant" 
way to hear about the gospel. We agreed to have him come three times a week and 
we'd teach him principles. He's so anxious and so is his wife. Don't know what will 
come of it. But it's exciting! 

I'm sewing my pieced quilt together now. It's really going to be pretty. Arch is 
in Mardan today again. He goes there a lot. 

Tuesday, November 10, 1981 [Ilene] 

This has been a blah day. I've been tired all day— just one of those things. We 
took a long walk over to see a co-worker of Arch's and they weren't home! Oh, well, 
we got our exercise anyway. Today I made a schedule of the lessons we are going to 
give William and his wife. We're taking them out of the "Gospel Principles" book. I 
better get on the ball tomorrow and get some more of my quilt done. I have to be in 
the mood to do that. No letters today, darn. 

Tuesday, November 10, 1981 [Arch] 

Six p.m. and all is well, so to speak. The day has been productive. A weed plot 
in Charsadda was put in. Had dinner with Dr. Dervick from Germany and had an 
interesting conversation. He said West Berlin is free to move at liberty, but the East 
Berlin population is restricted. They are not allowed to cross into West Berlin. If 
tours go into East Berlin communist guides replace the tour guides and you see what 
they want you to see. He said they are pouring a lot of Soviet money into restoration 
of the area along the demarcation line to portray prosperity, but it's all a front. 

Yesterday I spent a few moments with Dr. Jost Fries of Switzerland who was on 
an agricultural tour of NWIP. He is also a representative of a chemical company 

Friday, November 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to Susan! Thirty-six, I believe. Hope you had a goooood day. 

I think camels must be dumb beasts. Yesterday (or two days ago) I saw a train 
of camels, loaded with household (?) items of Afghani refugees go by my house. 
They had a baby tied on top of one and a small boy on another. One of the bedding 
loads on another camel began to shift and the man and his wife were trying to push it 
back on (without stopping the camel) and every time they'd push it the camel would 
turn and keep walking. He didn't have sense enough to stop until they finished. 
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They darn near pushed the poor animal in the canal before the beast realized what 
was going on (or maybe it was the refugees who weren't too bright). There are 
hundreds sifting in every day. When will it stop? They are making their homes here. 
I'm sure they don't' intend to go back. The situation isn't good. 

Today was another lovely meeting day. We invited William and wife here this 
evening for another lesson. It's chilly now and we have the little gas heaters on, off 
and on, here in the living-dining area. 

We got a nice letter from Brenda this week; no one else, though. I guess we'll 
get two from Lisa this week (I hope). 

Friday, November 13, 1981 [Arch] 

Today is our Sabbath day and it is nice to rest from our daily labors and worship 
the true and living God. We feel that by observance of the Sabbath and by partaking 
of the sacrament we build a spiritual reserve for the coming week. In this respect 
thus far we have been abundantly blessed. Our weekly study of the Doctrine and 
Covenant's commentary is nearly completed and we are reading the Book of 
Mormon for the third time since our arrival. I don't have any way of measuring but I 
believe it has had a good effect on our lives. We always welcome the Sabbath day for 
two reasons: 1) It gives us time to redouble our spiritual strength and 2) it puts us one 
week closer to return home. Both are important to us. 

The other day I visited an orchardist and he said we are now standing on the 
ground that Alexander the Great used for a rest and relaxation area for his mighty 
army. He also said many great battles were fought in this very area in Pakistan. 
(North east of Pakistan, Mardan) 

Tuesday, November 17, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today I believe is the dedication of the new Jordan River Temple. How I 
would love to be there. But that's not in the cards right now. We received a letter 
from Maurine telling us the Chatelaine isn't holding its own. It's growing, but just 
needs help a little longer. We had planned to take all our money saved and build a 
home, but decided the Chatelaine is more important, so sent telegram telling Kathy 
and Nathan to use the money to keep the business going. And we feel good about it. 
Someday we may be able to build, but if not, that's all right, too. We've told Kathy to 
try to sell the home in Moses Lake and we'll plan to get a trailer house in Tri-cities 
and live at Nathan's until other plans can be made. Maurine has had a real burden 
trying to manage it and care for her large family. We've instructed them to hire help 
till we can get there. Happy birthday yesterday, the 16 th , to Chelsea— seven years old!! 

Friday, November 20, 1981 [Ilene] 

Tuesday afternoon we received a letter from Kathy with our financial statement 
and news of Chatelaine— pretty much the same story. So we felt we needed to talk to 
her. We went to Dick and Pattie Westmore's and tried to call. We placed a call at 
3:30 p.m. At 7:30 p.m. we still hadn't got through, so we cancelled out. Arch left for 
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Lahore on the 10 p.m. train and the next morning I went back at 1:30 p.m., placed 
the call again, waited four hours again, but finally got through. (It was 4:30 a.m. 
Kathy's time.) I had just six minutes but had everything written down and I talked 
and she listened. I made it; we were cut off after everything was said and we had chit 
chatted about five seconds. But at least they understand how to proceed. Oh, to be 
home and lift up the phone and call! Arch got home from Lahore this morning after 
a tiring ride all night on the train. Next time he will fly even if he does have to wait in 
Rawalpindi three hours. 

We held our meetings and William and Ellen came with their two little boys. 
Arch administered to little Oliver, who has a chronic excess saliva problem. Doctors 
haven't been able to help. It was a beautiful blessing. We gave them a lesson on the 
apostasy and restoration. Then they had dinner with us and went home about 4:30 
pm. It's been a good day. 

Friday, November 20, 1981 [Arch] 

About three months ago I introduced the home demonstration program to the 
Secretary of Agriculture and got his approval to proceed, but the Deputy Director of 
Agriculture Mardan Scarp suggested this was a low priority item, so its inauguration 
was delayed. I felt that I must get the program going before I left, so I needed to 
check out some film strip projectors, cassette recorders, etc. for use in the programs. 
My boss heard of a convention in Lahore that was going to touch on Agriculture and 
extension. I attended two days and checked out equipment while there. 

I found out it was the National Council of Churches meeting to improve the lot 
of the Christians in a Muslim dominated country. Also in a country and state Islam. 
The meeting was interesting to say the least, but lacked the punch that Mormons only 
can muster up. Although I was an outsider, I gained a better appreciation for the 
Church of Jesus Christ and its welfare program. We take care of our needy and the 
World Organization of Churches subsidizes these people. 

They have indicated that they expect the church to sponsor and finance all their 
activities and needs. They have not recognized that work should be the ruling 
principal in their lives and that the curse of the "dole" should be done away with and 
thrift should be enthroned. These principles were missing from the discussions, as 
was the Spirit I am so familiar with in our meetings. How thankful I am to be a 
Mormon. My three nights away without Ilene was a real drag, but I doubt if she 
could have hacked the railroad ride. Even I have acquired a cold from the experience. 
Now that I have had that experience I will fly from now on. 

Monday, November 23, 1981 [Ilene] 

Dinner was a fiasco today. I tried to cook rice for a rice salad. I learned a new 
way and it came out lovely last time, but something went wrong and so we had 
mushy rice salad (it tasted good, though). While I was frying the meat, Quasim, my 
old cook that works for Mr. Creed, came over and I helped him make pie crust and 
he "darkly browned" my meat. Then I put on cauliflower and while it was boiling I 
started making the cheese sauce. It took longer than I anticipated and when I 
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checked, the cauliflower was burned. I cut off the burn and ate it anyway (it wasn't 
all that bad). Well, I laid the spoon down to do something and I laid it on a burnt 
match and it came up with the spoon and got in the sauce and so I had black 
speckled sauce. Well, it's better to do it all in one meal than spread it around, I guess. 

I attended my executive committee meeting this morning and our president has 
invited us all to a dinner tonight— just for women; that's different here. We got a nice 
newsy letter from Brenda today. I do so enjoy letters from my children. Happy 
Birthday, little two-year-old, Shawn! 

Monday, November 23, 1981 [Arch] 

Uene has gone to an International Women's Club dinner as an official. While 
she is gone I have read parts of two Church News, eaten five pieces of candy (that is 
more than I usually eat in a week), and am now chewing on some roasted corn we 
bought from a vendor about a week ago. It really isn't bad— you ought to try it. You 
take sweet corn when it is almost too old for eating on the cob and then strip it off 
the cob and roast it in a pan like popcorn until some brown spots begin to show. 
Butter and salt it and it's chewy and can be stored for a long period of time. It's a 
readily available snack either cold or hot. 

Yesterday I visited several little villages and saw a diesel driven flour mill that 
was powered with a one-cylinder motor, which was purchased in England years ago. 
They reported it cost 40,000 Rs. then. Now I would guess it would cost 2000,000 Rs. 
The exhaust pipe on the diesel has a whistle on it so one can tell when the equipment 
stops. You can hear the whistle for miles. All this in a little obscure village that is 
known by the neighboring village. But, keeping that whistle blowing means life to the 
villagers. 

Our trip also took us to a carpet manufacturing establishment. It was most 
interesting to see the trained, nimble fingers of the craftsmen. There were 15 looms 
in the factory, each turning out one 4x6 carpet a month. The carpets are all hand 
made and beautiful. The thing that took my interest was the craftsmen and their 
ability to weave intricate details into the rug without any pattern except what is in 
their head. Literally millions of little fibers woven together to be valued beyond my 
means. 

These looms were manned by 20 boys, not one yet 14; most of them twelve 
years old. They were paid 100 Rs. per month. In our money $.30 per day. There is 
no child labor law and everyone in the family must work to stay alive. These young 
boys are illiterate, can't read or write, but have great capacity to remember in detail 
where to place a certain fiber out of millions to create beautiful designs. One boy can 
turn out one 4x6 rug per month. If this were converted to labor at $3.00 per hour 
the labor price alone would cost $725.00. Today I can buy the carpet for $130.00. 
$100.00 of that is for pay to the boy and for wool fibers. 

In the past week Afghani warplanes have crossed the Pakistan border and 
strafed refugee camps. The tension increases with each border incident. 
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Today I received a letter from Stu and Dee that brought news of Warren's 
condition. My heart is heavy and I feel that I should visit as soon as possible. Many 
years have passed since we were together, but I have fond memories of our time 
together. Wish I were physically able to help Jay and Warren in the hour of their 
trial. 

The letter from Maurine and Kathy caused us to realize that money is not an end 
in itself but has value only as it can serve a useful purpose. Since we have released 
the thought of building a new home after my contract expires, both Ilene and I have 
felt calm; that feeling you get when all is right. We can't thank our Maker enough for 
the blessings he has showered upon us in Pakistan. 

Wednesday, November 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, it is the day before Thanksgiving. I have been thinking of all of you and all 
the good, fun, busy things you are doing today to get ready for tomorrow. Arch and 
I are going to the Peshawar Museum tomorrow and do some shopping after, then 
come home and have a HAM dinner with dried corn and string beans, garlic bread, 
hash brown spuds, apple and carrot salad and lemon pie. Not really a Thanksgiving 
dinner, but a good , different one. It will be the first ham we've tasted since coming 
here 15 months ago! If I can just get through tomorrow and Christmas, I think I'll 
make it. 

Tonight Arch and I finished reading the Doctrine and Covenants Commentary. 
It has given me a much better appreciation for the Prophet and those courageous, 
dedicated pioneers. What testimonies they had and what trials they went through for 
the Lord. It is so important to "endure to the last." I certainly pray we can. 

Wednesday, November 25, 1981 [Arch] 

Tonight we just completed reading the Doctrine & Covenants Commentary and 
love the sure word of prophecy. Having lived the revelations with the early Church 
strengthens my testimony of the divine nature of the prophet's calling and his 
message. I have no doubt of its truthfulness and thereby am bound by it. May I 
always retain in remembrance the Word of God unto my exaltation, that through me 
salvation might come to others. 

Today at an Extension Seminar two Muslims tried to contend with me about 
religion and I stood firm and tried to reveal to them the error of their ways and the 
futility of their belief. Both men were shaken in their faith and religion. Thanks be 
to God for words to speak. He will sustain you if you do what is right. 

This afternoon as I drove past the market places that are open to the outside 
with only a canopy for a covering, I saw six birds sitting in the pans of wheat and 
produce they were selling for human food and neither shopkeeper would stop talking 
long enough to scare the birds away. 
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Saturday, November 28, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to 14-year-old Shauntel. What a special age, for a special young 
lady. Today William and Ellen came to have another lesson. They are so receptive. 
It just seems like they have believed it all their lives. Such a lovely couple. They told 
us tonight that their little boy was much better. They were so thrilled; said since the 
blessing, he has learned to swallow his saliva instead of letting it run out. Ellen said 
the Lord really has His own way of answering prayers. 

Well, we got through Thanksgiving all right. We went to the Peshawar Museum- 
-very interesting; but Arch's flash wouldn't work and my camera wouldn't. Wouldn't 
you know it! We'll have to go back another time now and take pictures. We had 
another lovely Sabbath yesterday. Only 23 to go! 

Saturday, November 28, 1981 [Arch] 

Shaunnie's birthday today! How thrilled we were of her birth and what a lovely 
young lady she has turned out to be. May she have a long and happy life and be a joy 
to her parents. William and Ellen, our investigators, were in our home again and 
what a joy to teach. They accept all that we teach. They reported that their son who 
I administered to last Friday is much improved. So they have a second witness of the 
power of God through his servants holding the priesthood. 

My return home today was especially trying for we had three traffic jams in 
about 10 miles and in this part of the world there is little regard for life or property. I 
am thankful I made it home unharmed and the car without damage. It's a miracle. 
As long as we have been here they have never ceased. 

The Afghani's are still moving in to Pakistan by the hundreds. Today I saw a 
large bunch with their camels, donkeys, and livestock coming down the Kabul River. 
I would estimate not less than 50 camels and droves of cattle and burrows. People 
and animals carrying all their belongings to try and eke out a living in a strange land. 
It eats your heart out for them. I've thought as the Prophet Joseph. "How long will a 
just God allow these atrocities to be inflicted upon his people?" Russia must be 
stopped and it would appear that it could only come at the hands of the righteous. 

Wednesday, December 2, 1981 [Ilene] 

I have been making carrot cakes with persimmon fruit instead of pineapple. 
They're pretty good. I've made about 18 little ones. I'm going to put one on my 
plates of Christmas goodies I'll give to friends. Haven't received a letter from Lisa 
this week again, but got two from Kathy which we enjoyed. We're fasting tonight 
instead of tomorrow night because Arch has to go out to dinner again tomorrow 
night. They never invite the wives with the husbands here, so I'll stay home. Nazir 
came with some material this morning and asked if I'd make his sister a Kameez. I'm 
afraid I was a little fast and loud with my, "Absolutely not!" I can't believe these 
people. It's so hard to do anything nice for them because they really take advantage 
of you. And yet it is so hard not to, when they are poor. But they really play that to 
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the hilt. It's so frustrating to know where to draw the line. I've been sewing on my 
patchwork quilt today. Think maybe I can finish sewing it together tomorrow. 

Wednesday, December 2, 1981 [Arch] 

Another blah day — went to the principal of A.T.I, to borrow a projector (16mm 
and slide) for a meeting with a Canadian mission for Scarp development. Wasn't able 
to get one so I went and asked if I could borrow the Director of Agriculture's and he 
called Mardan to secure use of the extension mobile unit's projector. This was 
granted. I proceeded to my office to pick up the two units and found one with no 
sound, the other without a light bulb. This kind of thing is par for the course. You 
are welcome to use it, but nothing works. We have a new slide projector at the 
extension office but I had to run down the storeroom man who has the key. I was fit 
to be tied by the time I got set up to run slides. It truly was a blah day — nobody 
killed, no car accidents, no tonga horses hit by cars, no shootings, no Afghani planes 
strafing Pakistan and no women showing their faces. I really don't know whether I 
can stand another uneventful day. 

Friday, December 4, 1981 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to Stephani— a lovely 15-year-old. Have a happy day! Today 
was our testimony meeting— really special. Right now I am sitting in a nice cozy 
room, listening to Christmas tapes. Early? Yes, but necessary if I am to get in the 
Christmas spirit. 

Our Sabbaths are special. People we know now do not bother us on this day. 
We have a nice, quiet, spiritual day alone. It's hard this time of year not to get awfully 
homesick for my beloved children. But then I keep telling myself how grateful I am 
to have all of you and so very grateful for the kind of lives you live. I have been so 
bounteously blessed. 

Friday, Dec 11, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, this past week it's been happy birthday to Lane on the 6 th and big Stephen 
on the 8 th ; Lane's 12 th and Stephen Sr.'s 38 th (I think). 

Well, this has been a different week, somewhat. Ellen and William came about 5 
p.m. last week and we gave them a lesson on The Word of Wisdom. William smokes 
occasionally and agreed after the lesson to start trying to stop this week. We are 
expecting them again today and are anxious to see how he is doing. Saturday we had 
five people come in unexpectedly from Lahore to stay as house guests for three days. 
That was an experience. Nice people, Presbyterian, some far out ideas on the 
Godhead, but nice, sincere people. It was good to get back to our normal way of life 
again. I'm still trying to get the Christmas spirit. I'm not succeeding too well. We 
got us a new gas stove for the living room; very nice, heats up well, no smell. Arch is 
going to try to find me some kind of a tree to decorate. Sure hope he can. Nazir has 
really gone all out to do everything he's expected to and a lot he's not; just like a little 
kid being good for Christmas. But then, we all do that, don't we? 
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Friday, December 11, 1981 [Arch] 

It seems my appointment with my journal is getting less frequent, not because 
I'm neglectful but I view my life without color. I still work hard, love people and my 
Church, but my life doesn't seem to generate much excitement. I guess the most 
exciting thing this week was signing a document that replaces the 1956 publication of 
a sugar journal as an author. 

It will be used by government in making sugar policy and legislation in Pakistan. 
Now I'm preparing a booklet of my papers on sugar beet problems to publish and 
leave as a guide to improved sugar beet production. I hope time doesn't run out on 
me. 

Today was our Sabbath. Nineteen more and we will be on our way home and to 
a different life. At least that's the way it seems, yet I hope to be able to work and 
attend Church and to help someone out along the way. I think I will love my 
grandchildren a little more, be a little more patient with my fellowmen and try and 
improve on my limited knowledge. At this sitting I think how nice it would be to 
organize my Church talks into a book. I'm sure by so doing I will have some new 
and interesting experiences. Yes, I think I'll do that. On second thought, if I'm 
having such a struggle writing a few thoughts in my journal, what kind of book can I 
expect? Time will tell. 

Sunday, December 13, 1981 [Ilene] 

Well, today Daddy brought me a part of a willow tree. We took part of it and 
put it in a bucket of wet dirt and put it up on the veranda and a smaller part and put 
it in another bucket for the living room. Presto! Two Christmas trees! We will put 
lights on them tomorrow Eve. 

Pattie and I went shopping today; tried to find something for Arch. Going again 
tomorrow to look again. Just not much choice here. 

William and Ellen haven't come yet this week. Sure hope William isn't having 
trouble with his smoking. Hope they show up tonight. 

I get so homesick when I hear the Christmas carols-only 4 1/2 months left. Got 
a letter from Kathy yesterday and one from Deniece today. It helps to hear from the 
children. They are all good children. 

Sunday, December 13, 1981 [Arch] 

Nothing new but I will try my hand anyway. Went to the Jamra Research and 
Sugar Research forum and observed sugar beet trials. Some look good. Those on 
the Jamra farm are not doing so good. Made some suggestions to correct the 
problem. Then came back to Peshawar and met with James Friedman who is making 
a 10-day sociological study for World Bank. We talked for an hour and a half. He 
got what he needed and told me he had never run into anyone that had such a 
command on the situation in such a short time as I had. With that kind of a 
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comment I had better hurry and go home before my reputation is ruined. I think I'm 
about ready for the barn anyway. 

Friday, December 18, 1981 [Ilene] 

Today was another good Sabbath. We haven't received our new lesson books 
yet but have decided to use the old ones for Relief Society and Priesthood and use 
our Old Testament markers to read the right books in the Old Testament for Sunday 
School. Anyway, will only be four months in the new year and then we'll go home! 
That really isn't very long. 

Tuesday night I came down with a BAD cold— was in bed all day Wednesday. 
That evening, Ellen and William came for their lesson. Ellen had been sick with a 
cold. Arch took care of them and gave them a lesson on the life and Atonement of 
Christ. They told him they were really having problems giving up their tea, which 
wasn't a surprise to me. Tea is a basic of life here. So we are praying for them. They 
asked if it would be possible to be baptized first and then try to give it up. He 
explained that when you go down into the waters of baptism you promise to keep 
His commandments, so you must be keeping them when you're baptized. So they'll 
keep trying. They are so receptive to everything we teach them. 

Our two Christmas trees look lovely. The twinkle lights are so pretty on them. 

Friday, December 18, 1981 [Arch] 

One day closer to Christmas and still no Christmas spirit. We have played our 
Christmas carol tapes, but everything else tells of no "peace on earth." And "good 
will towards men" no longer exists. Nation against nation and even one nation 
against itself, so human liberty is extinct. Yet in my own heart I see man as the Son 
of God, an embryo in the making but he must live and practice the traits of Godhood 
before it becomes reality. Today a great gulf is between the ultimate and the actual 
and I suspect that never the twain shall meet. In my heart I know it is possible, but 
among men that are not of God, it is not possible. This is my lamentation. 

Friday, December 25, 1981 [Ilene] 

Christmas day— another one gone, and a lovely one; lonely but lovely. Friends 
called with good wishes and gifts. We have been happy in the memories of our 
precious children, all, and Christmases past. We have been happy in the conviction 
that Jesus Christ, our Savior, came to earth to give us eternal life if we but repent and 
live for it. 

This past week has been a nice one. Monday I participated in a poem contest at 
International Women's Club and I took this opportunity, with a captive Muslim 
audience of about 40 educated women, to proclaim Jesus Christ as my Savior and the 
Savior of the world. I don't know how they took it, but ever since I have come I 
have silently and politely sat and listened to them proclaim Mohammed and 
Islamism. And so I decided that if Paul of Taursus could stand before King Agrippa 
and proclaim Jesus Christ, I could stand before these Pakistanian women and do so. 
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And so I did with my own original poem, "Gifts from Above". At least now they'll 
never be able to say that they were never told that He is the Savior of the world. 

We had some surprise gifts come to us today and last night. Zaman, a high 
officer in Wapda, and his wife came to visit us last night and left us a beautiful cake 
and brass ice bucket. Yesterday the Pakistanian workers of Harza and Wapda gave 
all of us Christians a nice Christmas party at the office. The extension workers that 
Arch works with gave us a lovely cake. Quasim, my ex-cook, brought us a beautiful 
wedding lei (neck piece) to show friendship and love. Later, Nasim, an ex-driver, 
brought us two lovely fresh flower wedding leis. Nazaket and some of her children 
brought a box of Pakistani candy. Wonderful gestures of friendship and love, 
especially when you consider that they are all Muslims and don't believe in Christ as 
the Savior of the world. Also, my servant, Nazir, got some poinsettias from Arch's 
boss's tree next door and made us a beautiful bouquet. Aquila, my good friend and 
landlady, brought a lovely card and bouquet of flowers. Her servant, a young man 
that has been with her for a long time and has made friends with us, brought over a 
lovely bouquet. Razia, the President of the club, gave me a lovely card. 

I know when four months are up and we are preparing to leave, there will be 
tears shed, for these good friends will be left and I know we'll never see each other 
again in this life. Oh, yes. Our good friend Nabi Khan came over with his son and 
brought another lovely cake. 

It is now 8 p.m. Day is over. Our hearts are full of gratitude for the blessings of 
life and especially for this day. What will next Christmas bring? At our age, one 
never knows — 

Friday, December 25, 1981 [Arch] 

Another week has passed and no word written. As per instructions in the Relief 
Society this Sabbath day we must be diligent in keeping a record. I must repeat, 
today has been a lovely day, although we are far from home; yet are we blessed. It 
mattereth not where ye are but what ye have in your heart. Our hearts have been full 
of the "peace I leave with you." How could we be thus unhappy? 

Our friends have dropped in during the day and paid their blessing of a Merry 
Christmas. So we have been truly blessed. We have thought of our loved ones at 
home and longed to be with them at this writing but yet for a little while will I be 
content. Then will our reunion be full. We will go no more out but reside in the fold 
forever. 

Although my cup is full I still have cause to mourn. Warren, my brother, whom 
I love, is in need of support and, I, in no way can change his condition. God knows 
best and I take joy in my Lord. Age and infirmity are grim reapers and almost all 
must travel that path, but it is hard to see those you love having to suffer and not be 
able to help. 

Yesterday the expatriates were honored on our Christmas. The natives in our 
staff gave a program and had games and lunch. I participated and won the musical 
chair contest and I was on the winning tug of war team. It was a fun day and they 
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realized Americans are human and can have fun and are not only machines to crank 
out work. 

Thursday, December 31, 1981 [Ilene] 

I'm writing this without my glasses on. I've just washed my hair and can't wear 
my glasses for a couple of hours until it dries. So the writing may be more illegible 
than usual. 

This is the end of another year and tonight we will be fasting. Friday, tomorrow, 
New Year's Day will be our Sabbath and fast day. But then we'll play a couple games 
of Yahtzee (as we do about three evenings a week) and then retire. It's funny how 
your idea of a "good" time changes as you grow older. I'm sure if we were home 
we'd enjoy getting with others our age (LDS) and having an evening of watching T.V. 
and eating, but not here. It would have to be with drinkers and smokers and I'm so 
tired of that. I'd much rather stay at home and spend a quiet evening with Arch. 

In a way, the year has gone fast, and yet it seems to me to have been years since 
last New Year's. It's so nice to look forward to seeing my beloved children again 
before long. I'm sure it will be this way in the next world if we're not all together. 
That's why it's so important that we all work diligently to live for a forever family. 

It's about 60-65 degrees out there today and sunny and beautiful-a very different 
December 31 st for us. I didn't think I'd ever say this, but I do believe I'd enjoy a few 
flakes of snow! 

I come to the end of my 59 th year more joyous than ever in the thoughts and 
anticipation and hopes of an eternal life with my Father in Heaven and wonderful 
family. I am so grateful for the good life God has provided for me and pray I will so 
live that He may know of my love for Him and my Savior. 

Wednesday, January 6, 1982 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to Deniece, January 1, 1982! Twenty-six-years-old. Have a 
happy, happy 26 th year. Well, we're into 1982. The past few days I have been 
packing; mostly sorting and such. It's been fun. Aquila comes over quite often to 
visit and that's really nice for me. We have friends, Sophia and Robert Johns, and 
two boys coming over from Tarbela tomorrow afternoon to stay overnight. They're 
nice young people. Saturday, the 10 th , is another religious holiday so we are planning 
to try to go to PIA and check out air scheduling and to the brass and copper bazaar 
and get the rest of our souvenirs. We are in good health right now and generally have 
been, which we are very grateful for. As long as we stick to good American food 
instead of hot Pakistanian my stomach does well, too. 

Wednesday, January 6, 1982 [Arch] 

New Year's Eve was a satisfying experience. Both Mom and I have managed all 
that Pakistan can hand out. We withstood cultural shock, sickness, loneliness, heat, 
rain, the highways, marriage, funerals, each other, refugees, war, scare, the Muslim 
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religion, and nobody to worship with. We felt that by New Year's Eve 1982 we had 
won against the odds. Besides meeting the challenges we have become stronger 
spiritually because we read our scriptures almost daily, have family prayer twice a day, 
and our personal prayers at least twice a day. We have held our meeting regularly 
every Friday and fast regularly. We have not given in to the tea habit but have many 
of the elite group who know what a Mormon is. 

The dignitaries at a fair discussed my conduct as though I should be a show 
oddity. For all our being different or a peculiar people, the Lord has really blessed 
us. 

I have constantly received inspiration and direction from the Holy Ghost on 
what should be done in my work. This has been a constant surprise because there is 
always information to counsel the Extension Service even though I am unlearned or 
trained in the work. Not only have I provided the Extension Program to Mardan 
Scarp but I have taught management skills and personnel evaluation and techniques 
to monitor and evaluate their success. I have seen a breakthrough in getting my 
employees more pay and got termination proceedings on employees approved. Both 
items are national changes. This gives me great sense of satisfaction even though I 
have worked on it for 14 months. 

The past seven months in our new home has completely changed our attitude 
about winter. This winter we have kept warm. Few people in Pakistan can say this. 
The only heat the villagers have is for cooking and the fuel is scarce, so little is used 
for heating. My office in Mardan is cold and damp so I wear my heavy coat all the 
time to keep warm. 

Today I visited Mardan again and prepared three forms for reporting our 
activities on about 180 men every two weeks. Up to this point it has been a guess; 
and I believe that guesses in Pakistan are too optimistic. 

Yesterday two brothers 20 and 22 years old got in an argument and before it was 
over one man had broken his arm and the two brothers had killed each other and 
several others with bullet wounds. I was told that they were such fine boys. 

I visited my sugar beet research plots today and they look real good. The 
provincial leaders have complimented me for my efforts in weed research. 

I live such a drab life. I find it difficult to find things to write about. Speaking 
about a drag, Ilene and I were not invited to the Consulate's New Year's Eve 
party because we would be such a drag. But on New Year's Day we didn't have a 
hangover, a headache, or an upset stomach. The party lasted until after 3:00 a.m. and 
enough whisky was consumed that all of them could have bathed in it. By the way, 
this is all on government money. This I don't approve of. 

Sunday, January 10, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, our Sabbath was a "busy" one. We had overnight visitors that stayed until 
1:30 p.m. Friday and just as they were leaving, William and Ellen and two children 
and his brother came and stayed two hours. Then we ate dinner and started our 
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meetings about 4:30. Just got started after that writing our letters and Aquila came 
over and needed to talk so it was 10:30 p.m. before we finished and got in bed. Not 
a normal Sabbath at all. It's really hard to keep a Sabbath when no one else in the 
whole country even knows what a Sabbath is; but we still do it. It will seem good, 
however, to get back where we can observe Sunday again, among others that do also. 

Today we went into Gandhara Travel Agency (they were picked by Harza) to 
have them start on our itinerary for our trip home. We get a "first draft" made up 
and it will have to be approved before any reservations are made. I'm getting excited! 
We plan to ship our air shipment out the first of March. Each day I sort through a 
closet or another drawer, trying to decide what to send home. 

Sunday, January 10, 1982 [Arch] 

Today we went and checked out our flight schedule home. I think this was quite 
a thrill for both of us. This was my first official act preparatory to going home. Ilene 
has started packing some of our take -home items. I am feverishly trying to prepare a 
booklet on sugar beets before I leave. A little something to remember me by. 

Just three months and 20 days left. I really have many emotions. I have made 
some excellent acquaintances that will be hard to say goodbye to. Although the work 
has been demanding, I have applied the pressure. I have enjoyed having a free hand 
in doing what I felt would help these people. For once I truly have had the 
opportunity to test my leadership ability. It's been a great experience and a good one 
to end a career. 

I now can be free to serve the Lord in whatever way He chooses. I do hope my 
services can be put to good use. 

Yesterday I took a half-day holiday and Mom and I took a walk downtown. The 
weather was lovely. We went past the hospital and to everyone's gaze, but we are 
getting used to that. On the way home we bought some deep fried snacks and ate on 
the way. I thought they would spoil our dinner but they were so hot we couldn't eat 
too many. We still have some left over. 

Thursday, January 14, 1982 [Ilene] 

Oops — too long again. Don't know why I can't remember to open this book 
and write at least every other day. January 12 th was little Cristeen's second birthday 
and the 19 th will be Curtis's third. Happy birthday to you both! 

I've been doing some remodeling or mending or whatever on some of Daddy's 
clothes. Hope that's over with now. I'm making up a list of things we want to sell. 
Aquila wants to take her pick before I give anyone else a chance. It's hard to come 
up with a fair price for all and still have sufficient to replace some of them when we 
get home. 

We're going in Sunday and go through the hotel book at the travel agency so he 
can make reservations for us for our trip. Time's a-passing. I do believe spring is 
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here. It just feels like it. The other day I was going to town with Aquila and while we 
were parked a little girl (about two) came up near the car and she had on a nice warm 
hat and a little dress, underpants (which is very unusual; they are usually bare- 
bottomed) and nothing on her legs and feet. Just a warm hat on her head. I can't 
believe these people! 

We haven't had a letter from Lisa for about 12 days. Sometimes that happens 
and it seems like forever. Sure hope we get one Saturday. Tomorrow, Friday, is 
another Sabbath. 

Thursday, January 14, 1982 [Arch] 

We have Thursday evenings as landmarks. They signify one more week of our 
stay is behind us. It also is the start of our resting from our daily labors, which I look 
forward to. I find working six days a week a drag because you don't have goof off 
time that seems essential if you honor the Sabbath. We have missed a change of pace 
here. "Six days shalt thou labor" is the norm here; I think a change would be 
welcomed. 

Today I got our air flight schedule and got a little thrill realizing it is so close. I 
am going to save the cheers until I step on the plane. 

My work is progressing slowly. I am trying to put my work in pamphlet form to 
consummate my assignments here and I am really struggling with my writing ability. 
I believe it's also showing up in my sleep as I have been unusually restless since 
starting to write. I thresh around in my bed, holler, and hit the wall or whatever is 
close by. It's keeping Mom awake yet I don't remember it - only that I'm tired the 
next morning. We are starting to price our hardware for sale before we get too close 
to our travel time. Mom has our tote bags partially packed now. 

Friday, January 15, 1982 [Ilene] 

Meetings today were nice. We're having to take our last year's lessons over. 
We've never received our new ones. I'm sure someone is enjoying them somewhere. 
Gypsy and children came to see us this afternoon. Had a nice visit. The children are 
really growing up. We walked over to Mr. Creed's (Arch's boss) but he wasn't home. 
Our meetings usually last us about 2V2 hours; IV2 for dinner, 2Vi hours to write 
letters and one hour for a nap. Our Sabbaths are pretty much the same. They are 
enjoyable, however. 

Friday, January 15, 1982 [Arch] 

Today is our Sabbath and it is far spent. We have reviewed two conference talks 
by Elder McConkie and Elder Bradford. Both are excellent. Then Ilene gave a 
lesson on self-esteem, which I should read every day. The message was excellent. 

Now we are waiting out the long evening. Gypsy and her kids just visited us and 
I believe she was trying to gain political influence from Ilene to get her elected. She 
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is the third who has sought her counsel so Mom cuts quite a swath in the club. Were 
she to stay on she could be the next president. 

Tonight I feel frustrated. We need a new challenge. We are not getting it and I 
feel we are dying on the vine. I guess it sounds like I am ready to go home. What 
home holds out for us is a great question. Maybe when we get there and have 
nothing to do we would wish we were back in Peshawar. 

But if I decided to come back it would be alone for Mom has had her fill of 
being away from family and Church. My stay here has given me an opportunity to try 
my wings and it has been good for me. I have never had the chance to plan and 
implement programs and I feel a sense of achievement. Whether it will last, time will 
only tell. 

Friday, January 22, 1982 [Ilene] 

So sorry it has been a whole week since writing in here last. Time is really flying 
(thank goodness). Now let's see, what have I done this week worth mentioning. A 
new couple arrived the 19 th , Gene Thompson and wife, Jacque. They are about 50- 
55 years old and she is a very out-going and nice person. She will get along fine here. 
She came with the attitude that it was going to be different and she was going to 
enjoy it and I do believe she will. We've gone to the market the past two days and 
showed her things and we're going house hunting the next day or two. 

Today we had our first big cold rain. In fact, hail came down and piled a little, 
looking like snow somewhat. It's colder today than it has ever been during the day— 
46 degrees. They say we will start spring by the 15 th of February. Won't that be nice? 
Oh, but our house is nice and warm and comfortable. 

Friday, January 22, 1982 [Arch] 

Another Sabbath nearly gone. Eight more letters written and a good storm just 
left behind some hail. Thank goodness we are not living where we were last year or 
we would be frozen. The house we are in now is nice and warm and we are quite 
contented even though the excitement of returning home is increasing. We just 
wrote Nathan that he had authority to buy us a good trailer house if a good deal came 
along. He indicated that the depression was putting many out of work and no means 
to complete payments on their trailer, so he would keep his eyes open. We would 
put it in the back of Nathan's lot. 

The 20 th Gene and Jacque Thompson, the new replacement for my supervisor, 
showed up on the scene and we are going to enjoy them. They are about 50 years 
old, outgoing and will be good neighbors. 

Today William Patrick told us he had cut three rolls of film for us and we are 
anxious to see what we got. He said he would take one more roll of the other side of 
Pakistan, so we would have both. 

Last night we had a potluck luncheon and 1 8 people came - it was fun - and had 
an international meal. We had people from the U.S., Canada, England, Ireland, 
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Holland, Denmark, Australia and one Pakistani. Each brought a favorite dish and it 
was all good. 

Monday, January 25, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, today we had elections at International Women's Club and we have a new 
president now. That's good. Razia has been a good president but has been in eight 
years. Time for a change. Next week I will relinquish my treasurer position to 
another. One more step towards going home. Yesterday we received several letters 
which made us very happy. One was from F.L. Bair, friend and high priest from 
Moses Lake Fourth Ward, offering Arch a job as office manager in his soil testing 
company. Arch answered and asked for details and said he definitely was interested. 
It seems good to feel like someone needs you still. I'm glad for him. It's been so 
cold the last few days and the first we've had really this winter. A letter from Brenda 
telling of little Shawn's ear operation again. Sure hope this does it for him. Our new 
citizen of Pakistan, Jacques, is doing great. She went with us to International 
Women's Club today. Just getting right in there! 

Monday, January 25, 1982 [Arch] 

Yesterday, the 24 th , I went to visit Igbal Khan and father - they took me to the 
spot where Alexander the Great held his war games in the winter. We stood on the 
area where it is said he had his command post. The area is now in orange trees and is 
very beautiful as you look out over the valley. He gave me a going away present of 
one case of grapefruit and a case of oranges. Both are excellent. 

I also left that setting and was taken into an Afghani refugee camp and had a 
chance to talk with some of them. The camp holds 15,000 people, mostly old folks 
and the kids. I was told that each camp had a number and each eligible male also had 
a number. Camps and individuals were on a rotation system of relieving the 
Mujahideens on the battlefield. Boys 14 and 15 years old were among the conscript 
rotation. This is the age of Bret. What a burden to place on boys. Yet the war 
makes them sober and grown up in a hurry. Their attitude was good and they said 
America had promised arms and ammunition and was giving only lip service. They 
said if they had guns and bullets they would win the war. Every day the war is 
prolonged the stronger the Mujahideen forces were as compared to the Russian 
forces. 

Today I went to Mardan to the sugar research station and met with two 
Germans who represented the Bayer herbicide industry. We visited plots and talked 
of problems and their solution. It was good to review with people in the know. It 
has been quite some time since I have talked with a foreigner who is in the 
agricultural business. Tomorrow I will attend one of my preplanned special seminars 
on livestock. Do hope we have a good crowd. 
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Friday, January 29, 1982 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to Nathan the 26 th and also to Ellafair. Happy Birthday to me 
and Tiffany today! Sixty years old and six years old. Oh, my. Suddenly I feel tired. 
We attended a nice dinner last night at the Intercontinental Hotel sponsored by the 
International Women's Club. We had nice meetings today, it being our Sabbath 
again. It's been cloudy today and the wind is blowing tonight. Sure hope we don't 
have a rainy, nasty day to go to Islamabad tomorrow. It's still cold but there is the 
definite feel of spring in the air. I just fixed my hot water bottle to take to bed. That 
has been a real life-saver this winter. It stays hot all night and in the morning Arch 
uses it for his shaving. It's a real good hot water bottle. We've had company today 
also; Aquila and grandson and Gypsy and Ali and children. It's raining outside right 
now. Sure hope it gets through before morning. 

Friday, January 29, 1982 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath day is nearly over. We have had our grapefruit and oranges and are 
waiting for Mom's water for the hot water bottle to get hot. Then one more week is 
behind us. Twelve more and we will be on our way home. Last night we attended a 
banquet held by the International Women's Club and it was a nice meal. All, that is, 
but the dessert, which was most abominable. 

I'm getting to feel a little more comfortable at such gatherings. One man came 
to me and was so thrilled that he was reading some historical things about the Church 
and was quite surprised that I knew a little of the background of what he was telling 
me. Another told me that Pakistan had lost its integrity and no one today would give 
an honest day's work for an honest day's pay. 

Tomorrow, Mom, the neighbors, and I are going to Islamabad; my companions 
along for the ride and me for business. I am to attend the presentation of a book of 
which I helped author to the Minister of Agriculture. This is quite an occasion 
inasmuch as I have a special invitation and request to attend. I think I will go and 
take my bows. I'm not anxious to pay $100.00 for a hotel room to take that bow; I'm 
hoping to find something less expensive. A few days back I received a letter from 
F.L. Bair asking if I would be interested in working for them when I returned home. 
It is nice to be wanted. 

Saturday, February 6, 1982 [Ilene] 

Sorry about that. Late again. This week has been a busy one. We went to 
Islamabad Saturday, the 30 th . Rode all the way in a cold, cold car. No heater and it 
was raining all the while. Three hours. Also rained all day. But Jacque Thompson and 
I had a ball shopping. Found quite a few things we haven't been able to find here. 
Ate at the Holiday Inn Saturday night. Lovely place but not so good a meal. Big 
price, however. 

Sunday was a beautiful sunny day. Found Arch a good leather camera case and 
one for myself and a lot of little odds and ends. 
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The travel agency has put in our order for reservations. Should be hearing 
before long. Tonight I am having Jacque and Gene Thompson, Harold Creed, and 
Pattie and Dick Westmore over for dinner. We're having ham with orange sauce, 
scalloped potatoes, buttered peas, jello salad, barbequed beans, rolls (Jacque is 
bringing those) and banana cream pie. Just sitting here waiting for them to come. 
Yesterday I baked eleven dozen cookies. Took six dozen to the mini bazaar for 
handicapped children, gave Nazir one dozen, Aquila one dozen, Jacque one dozen, 
and kept two dozen for us. 

I got an undercut of beef Thursday and Aquila showed me how to fix it into 
Untir beef. You poke it good with fork, then mix sour orange juice or white vinegar 
up. Meanwhile you rub into the meat garlic powder, salt, and a little pepper. Then 
cover it (not cover, just pour over it) the juice or vinegar every day for two or three 
days you turn it and poke it and all. Then pour off the juice and put in over two or 
three hours on low heat to cook. Put in frig or freezer to use. It's tender and 
delicious. 

Tuesday, February 9, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, not quite so bad this time. You'd think with as much time as I have I 
could remember this book. We went to a show last night sponsored by the consulate 
called "Sea Wolves". A true story of World War II. Very good. Jacque and Gene 
Thompson are still looking for a house. I don't know whether they are going to find 
one like she wants or not. It seems good to have another "English-speaking" woman 
around that is my age. We went to the Hyatt Furniture Store yesterday and saw some 
beautiful things. Quite high though. But I've pretty much got all the furniture I want 
to take home. 

Tuesday, February 9, 1982 [Arch] 

"Time flies on wings of lightning. You cannot call it back" and who wants to? I 
would if I could speed them up a bit. Tonight Mom and I went in the office and 
boxed up those things to ship home. The air shipment will be going in about a 
month, our first act of returning home. 

I'm trying to close out my work so it will be on record for the next man to have 
as reference. I introduced a training program and showed the leaders and every one 
of them asked for it when I leave. It would be nice if each of them had one. 

Last night we saw the movie, "Sea Wolf and it was an excellent show and a true 
story. 

William and Wilson still keep coming back and we build them up and they 
agreed among themselves that they would try and give up smoking. My driver said 
he was going to quit chewing. I told him it would kill him if he didn't. 

Dr. Sher Mohammad and his wife came to look at our sale items. Our sales 
haven't been big yet, so we will probably bring most of it home. 
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Friday, February 12, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, I'm doing better. It's only been three days since I wrote in here. I really 
haven't done anything fantastic, just ordinary living. I've been chasing around with 
Jacque here and there, purchasing things. She's quite a gal and a lot of fun to be with. 
And she can spend money! 

Aquila came home today from spending three days in Lahore. I missed her. She 
is going to take me to an eye doctor Sunday. My "twitching" eyes are not getting any 
better. So I better have them checked. Tomorrow Jacque wants me to go with her 
again "shopping". Wonder what she wants to look for tomorrow. Sure helps to pass 
my days though. Then she has invited Arch and I over for dinner tomorrow night. 

I am very concerned about Nathan. Sure wish I could hear how he is. Day 
before yesterday we got a letter from Deniece and Kathy, both stating that Nathan 
was sick with pneumonia. It takes so darn long to hear anything here. I'm just 
grateful I have the Lord to depend on to take care of things for us. 

Wednesday, February 17, 1982 [Ilene] 

Too many days have passed again. We managed to get a phone call through to 
Nathan to see how he was. He had been in bed a month! Said he had gotten up for 
the first time three days before. His cough sounded terrible. He's been a pretty sick 
boy. We are so grateful to the Lord for his blessings upon him. We are going to the 
old city tonight to pay a visit to William and Ellen. We've been promising to do that 
for a long time now. I've ordered the movers for the first week of March. Hope I 
can get them then. The weather is so much nicer at nights now, not nearly so cold. 
Spring is supposed to start the first part of March. It feels springy outside now. 

Tuesday, February 23, 1982 [Ilene] 

Dam, it's been almost a week again. I've just got to do better! I've had a bad 
day today. Lost my faith in some of these people. We sold my big and small vacuum 
to the nephew of one of Arch's co-workers in Mardan. Well, today a car drove up 
and the driver handed me a note which said that they had decided the vacuums 
weren't sufficient for their big house and they were returning them. 

Well, I figured if they didn't want them that was fine. I gave the driver the 
money for them and just as they were driving off Arch came home. The first thing 
he said was, "What's the matter. Did they plug them in a 220 and burn them out?" I 
hadn't even thought of that. He tried them and sure enough, the small electric 
sweeper was burned out. Thank goodness they hadn't touched the other one. They 
burned out the little one and sent them both back thinking we wouldn't try them for 
a while, I guess. Well, I just felt badly to think that well-to-do, educated, supposedly 
good people would pull a trick like that. I'll be so glad when these things are all sold 
and packed to go home. I hate to lose faith in people but I must forgive and forget. 

We haven't heard anything from F.L. Bair yet. Sure wish we could so we can 
decide what we're going to do. Patience, patience. Wonder how my son is tonight. 
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Sure hope he's up and around now and getting well fast! I'm getting so homesick for 
them all. Just two months and one week. 

Tomorrow, the 24 th , is Kathy's 38th birthday and the 27 th is Bret's 15 th . Happy 
birthday, you two! 

Tuesday, February 23, 1982 [Arch] 

I am either getting lazy in doing my writing or feel that what I might write would 
not edify. I'm in this attitude tonight. 

We sold a vacuum to my friend's nephew last night and told him if he didn't like 
it he could bring it back. Well, he brought it back after he had burned up the motor 
on 220-240 power and Ilene returned his money. I have a few choice souls who 
would take advantage of a person who is honest. Ilene didn't check to see if it ran 
and returned his money. I can think of some choice words but skunk will do for 
now. I can't stand the odor of such a trick. 

I went to Mardan today and laid the cards on the table and told my little flock I 
wasn't satisfied with their performance and would expect more of them in the future. 
The Field Assistants with the agricultural officers are retired on the job and I plan on 
making it hot enough to make them get off their duff and do something. I almost 
lost my patience. It would be a lot easier to cuss people out if I was accustomed to 
swearing, but I'm not. I used little four letter words they couldn't misunderstand. 

Last night Ilene and I attended the birthday party of the United States early 
because the 4 th of July falls during Ramadan, the holy month where the Muslims fast 
for 30 days from sun-up until sun-down each of the 30 days. Only a few are honest 
about it. The party served all the alcohol you could drink and although it's against 
the law for a Pakistani to drink, there were many of them so drunk they couldn't 
stand up. I contrasted this situation with that of our ward parties. Boy, what a 
difference! "As for me and my house" we will choose the latter. 

I bought us a Pakistani rug last Sunday. It is pretty and expensive, but I watched 
the kids making them and felt this would always be a reminder of the ability of child 
labor. 

Friday, February 26, 1982 [Arch] 

Yesterday the university students held their elections and rioted causing 
considerable damage in and around the city. Fourteen students were admitted to the 
hospital with gun wounds or injuries from rocks. City police were out in hordes 
trying to keep the peace, but were only a modest deterrent to property damage 
elements. The students chanted slogans against the president for not allowing free 
national elections. The government wants to keep the populace from knowing of the 
unrest in the country. By not giving publicity to what is going on, the president 
thinks the people believe all is well, but this isn't so. 

Also, yesterday the Harza group got a new vehicle for business travel. It's a 
Toyota Corolla, a nice little car. This is the first of six cars promised over 1 8 months 
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ago— just a little late. It will probably take another 18 months to get the second 
vehicle. 

Today is our Sabbath and we held our meetings and wrote letters to seven of our 
kin. We really enjoy our Sabbath. The Spirit in our meetings is outstanding. We also 
enjoy a break from our daily labors and a chance to dress up. To have people dress 
up here is quite rare or for very special occasions. The new suit I brought or my tux 
have never been worn and my blue suit has been worn twice. I do enjoy dressing up 
for our Sabbath days. 

Tonight at 7:30 a family who is sending their boy to Oregon for engineering 
school invited us out to supper. I guess we are invited because we can tell him a little 
about the country and conditions. We will probably eat about 8:30 or 9:00. So with a 
stomach full of hot food I'll spend a sleepless night. I suppose that's the price of 
sociability. 

We surely enjoyed our short visit with Nathan on the 15 th , but were sad to think 
there was nothing we could do to reduce the stress. Maybe in three months we can 
be of some help. 

Saturday, February 27, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, happy birthday grandson Bret, fifteen-years-old! I do believe spring is 
here. We have a nice warm rain today. Last night we went to another Pakistanian's 
house for a late dinner. I course, I over ate and it was 8:30 or nine before we did. I 
paid for it through the night. I'm tired today. I've caught another cold either from 
Nazir or little Janet who went to town with us day before yesterday and she was sick 
with a fever, runny eyes and nose, etc. Well, what do you do? You can't hold your 
breath for a couple of hours, so I caught her cold. It will be time for another gamma 
shot in a couple of weeks. That should help to keep me well until we go home the 
last of April. We sold our deep freeze and washer three nights ago. I managed to get 
all the meat left in the freezer in the top of the refrigerator. I'm doing a hand wash 
every morning. When I have big things I'll either let Nazir help me or leave it until 
Arch gets home. 

Friday, March 5, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, what a week this has been. Sunday I was ill. Monday I felt better, did a 
foolish thing. Did a hand wash and went to town in the rain. At noon I got this pain 
in my chest like the one when we first got to Pakistan. It got worse and worse. By 
night I could hardly move it was so bad. Aquila's cousin who is a doctor came over. 
Said it wasn't pneumonia; must be pleurisy. Prescribed some antibiotics and told me 
to come to the hospital the next morning for ECS and x-rays. 

Let me tell you about these doctors (?). He wanted to know if I had any 
antibiotics. "Yes." "What are they?" We couldn't find them right then. To Aquila: 
'You have some, don't you?" "Yes." "What kind? Go home and get them." 

She couldn't find the kind he mentioned, so brought back another kind. That 
was fine. Take two of these twice a day. I asked him if it was all right to take my 
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Ornacle cough capsules along with the chest muscle relaxers I was taking (that I took 
before). He didn't have his glasses. Arch read the ingredients of Ornacle. He said 
he knew what the muscle pills were. "Yes, it wouldn't hurt to take them all together." 

During the night I kept thinking about my other trip to the Khyber hospital here 
and he wanted me to go to the Lady Reading Hospital which is much, much worse 
than the other. I thought of the cold, wet weather, riding in a cold car, sitting in a 
cold room on a dirty bed, and climbing up and down on x-ray tables and beds with 
this severe pain in my chest and back; my history of pneumonia and how easy it is to 
get pneumonia from pleurisy; the walks down the cold hospital halls; no wheelchairs 
or stretchers and then I decided—no way. I was not going out of my warm home and 
bed to that nightmare. 

I sent word next morning to Aquila that I was too sick to go. She called Jacque 
(who is a nurse with a master's degree). Jacque told her that if I had to go to a 
hospital they would take me to the army hospital. That was that. No more argument 
from Aquila. Good for Jacque! Anyway, Arch gave me an anointing and blessing. 
By morning the pain had subsided sufficient that I knew I didn't have pneumonia or 
heart problems. 

Then after that day I began to get nausea after taking my muscle pills and 
Ornacle tablets. Jacque came over and I told her. She read the ingredients on both 
pills and said I was taking a double dose. Great! So much for the doctor's smarts! 
So I went off of the relaxers and took the Ornacle with two aspirin tablets instead. I 
was afraid of not taking the Ornacle. I needed a decongestant. I have been down all 
week. Today I feel more like myself, but I have been sick! 

Well, so you'll know what great neighbors and friends I have. Aquila and Jacque 
have visited every day with food, shopped up town for me and cheered me up, etc. 
They have been wonderful! 

Friday, March 5, 1982 [Arch] 

This work has had its problems. Mom has been down now for five days with 
pleurisy and a cold. She has been a sick girl. Monday, the first, she was administered 
to and has since been on the mend list. Today she has been sitting up the better part 
of the day. 

My work is a trial to me in that I am not a writer and am charged with the 
responsibility of leaving a training manual for posterity. Writing just isn't my bag so 
that is my concern. It appears that the balance of my time in Pakistan will be 
finalizing and compiling information provided to the Scarp extension program. 

This week it has rained every day. It is quite depressing. It rained most of 
yesterday and didn't quit until about 12:30 today. Here a lot of the roads are dirt and 
in this case, mud. People slosh around in it with little concern. We have had our 
meetings today and enjoy the day of worship and resting from our daily labors. This 
is also our day for letter writing so I'd better get at it. 
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Tuesday, March 9, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, I did more sorting today. Another drizzly, cold day. We're going to have a 
sunny day one day. I'm still staying in not only because it is cold, but because there 
are so many running, sneezy, people noses out there. I'm very vulnerable right now 
so must be careful. Jacque went to Lahore with her husband Sunday night. She is 
going to have her teeth capped by a dentist there. 

We've not received any mail from home now for a long time. Maybe today. I 
have an appointment with the dentist here for a check and clean. Hope that's all it is. 
I have a few things left to buy and then we'll be ready for the air shipment packers. 
About seven weeks left. Yippee! 

Wednesday, March 10, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, they are having a party for the Kents today at the office but I don't feel I 
should go. Too many people and the office will be cold. I'm feeling pretty good but 
then 

Got a letter from Lisa finally and Kathy. Today we got our letter from F.L. Bair 
with details of the job, but no definite salary mentioned. Just said they would be 
competitive. Arch should be home before long from work. Don't know what he's 
decided but I imagine we'll give it a try. 

The sun has tried to shine today and has managed to about one third of the day. 
Sure seems good to see it again. 

Thursday, March 11, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, I went out for the first time today. I have developed a little cough again. 
But, I've got to get out. It was a sunny, beautiful day. I've had some frustrating 
experiences with Nazir lately. While I was sick Jacque went to town to buy some 
groceries for me. It was raining when she came back. She rang the bell and rang and 
rang. No Nazir. Aquila was here so she went to the gate. Just then Nazir came in, 
half dressed, dripping wet. "Oh, Madame, I was taking a bath." Taking a bath! It 
was 11:30 in the morning. Well, to say the least, he won't be taking a bath between 
eight and four again. 

Then the next day I was sterilizing my cream. The bell (timer) rang and I asked 
him to please go turn it off and let it cool. He came in with it, sloshing it around, 
asking if it was milk or cream. Shouldn't it boil. Yakity, yak! In as calm a voice as I 
could muster (with rising blood pressure) I told him to take it back and let it cool. 
About 10 minutes later I happened to go to the kitchen and there was my lovely 
cream about half boiled away. Needless to say he had a lesson on doing what he was 
told, not what he thought. The cream was ruined. I will not miss that luxury(?) in my 
life. 
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Thursday, March 11, 1982 [Arch] 

Another week almost gone and little more accomplished. I did receive my letter 
from F.L. Bair asking that I start working the day after I arrive home. This is a good 
feeling to know I have a job. I've had mixed feelings about terminating my 
employment here, for there are many who have encouraged me to extend for another 
two years. The pay is good and I enjoy the work and have never been so honored as 
I have been here. But, Ilene has had it and I am ready for a vacation, at least. 

To be back with the Saints seems like heaven. So it is good to have a job waiting 
for me. I am still trying to put together a training program which I can leave for my 
people. They are so helpless! They need someone to lead them by the hand all the 
time. I really hadn't realized that I have been packing them these past 18 months. 
When I told them they must go it on their own, they told me they couldn't handle it 
themselves, and begged me to stay. I have acted more like a program director than a 
counselor and have organized and saw that they execute the programs properly. 

The other day returning from Charsadda I saw a little burro so loaded down I 
could hardly see him. When he came to a little hill, he had enough strength to hold 
up his load but not enough to carry the load and climb the hill. The owner put his 
shoulder to the bottom of the burrow and pushed him up the hill. 

The consultants had the Tom Kent family arrive a couple of weeks ago and the 
office force put a potluck luncheon on for them. They also had a big, beautiful 
birthday cake for them. A group of about 55 people were there. It sure pays to have 
a little football know-how when the word "go" is given. If you can't muscle your way 
to the table, you won't get anything to eat. These people have no regard for whether 
you were there first. If they can shove you out of the way, it's perfectly legitimate. 
I'm much better qualified today then I was 18 months ago! It was a good meal. All 
kinds of Pakistani food that I like, for the most part. 

Mom is doing better; she was outside for the first time since a week ago last 
Monday. It's nice to have her up and going. 

These people here are so funny. They all want to talk at the same time and I 
don't think any of them listen— I've changed. 

Monday, March 15, 1982 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to five-year-old Abby on the 12 th . Hope it was a fun day for 
you. I'm really feeling good now, all but a little hacky cough. Nothing serious. 
Received a letter from Brenda yesterday talking about her plans to go back to school. 
Sounds exciting. Hope she makes it. Also received one from Lisa today that took a 
month to get here. Just don't know what happens to letters along the way. 

Jacque and I went to town again today and I bought a "blankie" for Arch to take 
home for costume demonstration purposes. Just about got it all bought now. The air 
shippers should be here in a couple of weeks. 



Monday, May 15, 1982 [Arch] 



225 



Monday, May 15, 1982 [Arch] 

The day has passed without incident; except I told my Muslim friend I would not 
go to prayer with him. Sher Mohd Khan, Director of Agricultural Engineering 
Tarnab Experiement Station then excused me from his company to go home. I was 
told yesterday that better than 50% of the patients that come to him are there 
because of tea. Yet won't quit drinking the stuff. 

Every night now I hear the B747 take off from Peshawar at 5:00 p.m. and think 
soon we will be on it. It really will be sooner than we think. My work is dragging 
badly for the want of a secretary who will get in and work. 

Yesterday I met the new Deputy Director. The one I promoted his transfer and 
jockeyed for position. I thought he was going to be difficult but then I told him I 
was a consultant and I didn't intend to be the administrator. That was his job. I also 
told him I was able to give him some counsel worth listening to inasmuch as I came 
from a country that was 50 years ahead of Pakistan. For this reason, I felt he should 
listen. I was surprised; he did. I believe we are going to make a good team. 

Friday, March 19, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, here it is another Sabbath. They're coming around pretty fast now. I'm 
having quite a time getting some new eye glasses. Have made three trips to the eye 
doctor besides having the optician make the third pair of lens. Sure hope these fit. 
Ridiculous! Must go to the dentist tomorrow again for a cleaning job on my teeth 
then they will be fixed up again for awhile. Oh, yes. Would you believe the eye 
doctor gave me three different prescriptions for glasses within one month. And he 
was trained in London. I still have quite a cough. Just can't seem to get rid of it. 
Last night was one of our third Thursday night fellowshipping nights but only 13 of 
us there. Well, the village boys were swimming today in the canal. That's a sure sign 
that summer is near. 

Friday, March 19, 1982 [Arch] 

Our Sabbath is a quiet, relaxing and inspirational day. We look forward to it 
coming. Our reading of the conference talks (2) each Sabbath gives us excellent 
subject matter to discuss in our meetings. 

Last Wednesday morning two men on saddle horses apparently chasing each 
other awakened me. It wasn't long before they came racing back and as they got in 
front of our house a shot rang out. I told Mom that that shot had hit its mark. I 
recognized the sound. I jumped from my bed and tried to look out my window to 
see if I could see trouble. By the time I got up all evidence of any problem had 
passed. I just couldn't get the incident out of my mind. 

Last night it was reported that a high refugee official was shot just outside our 
house. The shooting party was caught and taken before the tribunal and accused of 
being a communist agent. There were charges and counter charges and no one 
knows whether a communist or an Afghani Mujahideen was killed. This morning I 



Sunday, March 21, 1982 [Ilene] 



226 



would swear the same gun that was used Wednesday morning was fired just south of 
our house again. I would suppose another was killed. This refugee situation is 
creating a lot of unrest in the area. 

I was told Tuesday night that border incidents against refugee camps are still 
keeping the border situation very tense. A woman and three children lost their lives 
this past week from a strafing by Afghani planes (communists). 

It was reported last night that Pakistani guards are running roadblocks and 
searches on the Kohat road trying to catch Russian infiltrators. 

Thursday night the expatriates held another luncheon at the office. About eight 
couples showed up. The most important think that has happened is that we moved 
seven days closer to our journey home. 

Sunday, March 21, 1982 [Ilene] 

Today is the first day of spring. It was overcast all day but nice. Went to the 
army hospital for a chest x-ray then back today to talk to the physician in charge. 
Lungs are clear and heart all right. He gave me some good vitamins and cough syrup. 
It should do the trick. Ladies club again tomorrow. Got word that Lisa has been 
transferred and she's happy about it. Enjoys her companion and the area very much. 
Just 5V2 weeks left! 

Monday, March 22, 1982 [Arch] 

I'm sitting on our veranda watching two women in white burqas sneaking a peek 
at me. I guess I am so terrible they can only stand one eyeful. I'm pretty close to a 
review of my training manual. Whether it will pass first base, only time will tell. But 
I'm going to run a trial . . . tomorrow. 

Friday, March 26, 1982 [Ilene] 

Wednesday morning I went to the weekly meeting of a few women and I 
couldn't believe the foremost topic of discussion. Two of the women brought their 
"dogs", the kind that have hair hanging in their eyes, named Fi Fi and Pixie. Well, 
about half the time was spent talking about why she pulled Pixies's hair back out of 
her eyes and put a barrette in it. What she eats, how fat she is, how jealous she is, 
where she sleeps, how she sleeps, and the same with FiFi. On and on and on and 

on I couldn't believe I was sitting there wasting my time listening to that garbage. 

I'm sure I wasn't alone after looking around me at others bored with the talk. 

At one point in the conversation that day someone said something about the 
"Holy Koran" being a lot like the Bible. This I can expect from Muslims, but when a 
professed Christian and Bible reader agreed whole-heartedly with them I came 
unglued. I told them I had read both and to me there was no semblance and I didn't 
think that it could even compare to the writings in the Holy Bible. The professed 
Christian said the wording was almost identical. I said, "Not in my Bible. Which 
Bible are you referring to?" She said, "Why the new American translation, the one a 



Sunday, April 4, 1982 [Dene] 



227 



person can read and understand." I said, "Then I understand why you think they're 
alike. I read the King James Version, the most perfect translation written. Written in 
beautiful language of God. That's why I see no semblance". I let it drop there. To 
say the least, I was very upset to think that a professed Christian would not uphold 
the word of the Lord. No wonder they don't understand Christianity in this country. 
Well, so be it. 

Sunday, April 4, 1982 [Ilene] 

I'm ashamed to be so long in writing here. The past 10 days have been different 
in that I've been ill off and on. Just can't seem to get fully on my feet. Started on a 
series of antibiotics today again. 

Received a telegram the 1st that Nathan and Maurine have a new little daughter. 
We are so thrilled about her. That makes us 12 girls and 13 boys. Very happy that all 
is fine. Now will be looking forward to Deniece's delivery. 

The packers for our air freight will be here in the morning. We're having very 
warm days now. Eighty-two degrees in the shade and almost warm nights. Seems 
good. This will be the last entry in here until we get home. It goes with the air 
shipment tomorrow. 

I had to attend another wedding last Friday, but only stayed 1 Vz hours . . .long 
enough! Another one of Aquila's relatives. It was Jacque's first wedding and after 
we'd sat there and done nothing for a half hour but watch two terrible dancers try to 
perform and picking up rupees off people's heads, she asked when it was going to 
begin. Needless to say, she was shocked to find out there was nothing to begin and 
she was looking at all there was going to be. 

Sunday, April 4, 1982 [Arch] 

I made my final speech today to the extension service leadership staff and find 
them griping already as to where to go from here. I set in motion the final program 
that will run from now until the third week in December, so they are not without a 
program. I must now relegate my time to writing a training manual (my downfall). 

About three days ago I opened the gate to go to work and there was a camel 
train passing by. It contained about 30 camels, 10 donkeys, sheep and goats. These 
were Afghanis traveling back to the hill country. The camels and donkeys had mesh 
rope draped over bunches of lambs and kids and tied down. Other camels had 
chickens tied down so they couldn't get away and on one donkey was a little child 
about one year old tied on the back of a donkey. It was a sight I would like to have 
on film. The women had long dresses over pants and better than half had no shoes. 
They had gold jewelry in their noses. They were people who probably had money 
according to their standards. 

We were thrilled to receive word of our new granddaughter and know that 
everybody is in good health. We have had our prayers answered, as I am sure many 
others have as well. Events like these make you long to be home. It has been hard 
on Mom and me to have our family grow up and not be around to enjoy them. 
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When you are away you begin to realize that money cannot replace many of the 
things of life such as family. One has to choose and an eternal family comes high on 
the list. If we are continually away we are unable to maintain those bonds of love, as 
we should. So, thanks to our new granddaughter, we are coming home to stay. 

We have already had two "get rid of parties. One last Friday at Mohammed Ali 
Khan and Gypsie's and one a week earlier at Ghulam Nabi Khan's. We have made 
some good friends that we probably will never see again; but that is life. Probably 
both of them will visit us in the U.S. this summer. 

Friday April 9, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well our air shipment went out Monday, so we sent our journals with it. 

So this will suffice until we reach home. Today was another Sabbath and we held 
meetings as usual. Had a nice time this afternoon running some film strips with the 
Pakistanian projector. And as usual, it wasn't strong enough to get a big picture, just 
a tiny one; but I still think we'll plan to have a few friends over, one at a time, before 
leaving and show them one or two on the Church. It doesn't seem possible that we 
will be on our way three weeks from today. Sure hope I can stay well now. 

We haven't heard yet what our new little granddaughter's name is— we may have 
to wait until we get home. Kathy wrote that she hadn't heard yet when we were 
coming and the Relief Society teacher was going to wait until we got there to give her 
lesson on Pakistan which is outlined for March. I can't understand it; I wrote my 
entire schedule a month ago and sent it off. Sure hope they have it by now. So I 
guess I will help give a lesson the minute I get to Kathy's. Well, that's all right too. 

Friday, April 9, 1982 [Arch] 

The air shipment went to Nathan's three days ago and my journal with it so am 
starting a side record. Our meetings today have been quiet but very inspirational. 
We read and discussed articles in one of last year's Ensigns for our lesson material. 
For priesthood we reviewed the gift of the Holy Ghost and for Relief Society the 
topic was about family harmony and how to avoid arguments. Both were excellent. 
Partaking the sacrament and a discussion on the Lord Jesus Christ highlighted our 
sacrament meeting. It was a fitting time as Easter is this coming Sunday. We ran 
four film strips on Church doctrine and am now with my journal in hand. The sun is 
sinking in the west and soon the long shadows will merge into darkness and another 
lovely day a matter of record except for the peace which lives on in our hearts. 

I am beginning to feel the closeness of our return trip and face it with mixed 
emotions. I have been honored here beyond my fondest dreams. This I must leave 
and return to help do the Lord's work. I will be leaving several records that will 
continue as a landmark to Mom and my efforts here. 
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Saturday, April 10, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well today was a pretty good one. I found cucumbers in the market and made 
pickles again. Really get hungry for pickles here. Jacque came over and I showed her 
how and made her some. Went for a walk tonight to Dick and Patti's to say good- 
bye. They are leaving tomorrow, Easter Sunday, for New Delhi for a three day 
vacation. They are getting so restless. They go home June 1 1 th . I've decided my on 
and off cold is partly due to allergies. If I take a piece of Pyrabenzamine, it pretty 
much clears up, so I will just have to treat myself for both cold and allergies. 

Saturday, April 10, 1982 [Arch] 

My day was both good and bad. Good because I had been able to put my 
thoughts together in what I thought was an orderly fashion. To say the least, I was 
proud of the work. But I had my fortnightly review with my supervisor and he told 
me it wasn't acceptable. To say the least, I was crushed. Tomorrow I start over 
again. This will be the fourth writing and still not acceptable. I'm about ready to give 
it up. Do hope tomorrow brings results which will satisfy my supervisor. Time will 
tell. 

Friday, April 16, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, Happy 22nd Birthday to Lisa today. This has been too long again in 
writing. Now let's see; what of interest has happened this week? Well, today is chilly 
again. We've had some pretty warm weather the past few days, but today it is cool 
again. Very unusual for this time of year. 

We got our passports back again yesterday. Thank goodness! I'm going to hang 
on to them again this time. This is a very strange country here. Their laws are so 
screwed up. Our landlady and friend Aquila, has a problem: she's a widow and her 
son, Sohail, has been engaged to his cousin for five years (He was 17 and she was 11). 
Anyway, it was a prearranged one by the parents. Well, he told his mother the other 
day that he wanted to break it. He just couldn't develop a love for her like he should 
for marriage. Anyway, she is so upset, not because he wants to break the engagement, 
but because the family will raise cain about it. 

Anyway, she was a nervous wreck and took some Valium. This is the point I 
want to make. You can buy any antibiotic or drug on the market that you want, 
without a prescription; everything but rubbing alcohol! And the reason you can't buy 
that is because they are afraid people will buy it to drink because alcoholic drinks are 
banned in this country (this I like). Well, anyway, I had to warn her to not take much 
and try to get along without it. I sure wish she could tell them and get it over with. A 
widow's life is a hard one even if you have money. 

Happy Birthday to Chad and Keith two days ago! 
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Friday, April 16, 1982 [Arch] 

Today is Lisa's birthday. What a joy she has been to us these 22 years! Easy to 
entreat, obedient even when it might be contrary to customs and sometimes her 
wishes, loving to all and especially to those oppressed. She, like the five that 
preceded her, has been a great source of enjoyment to us as we grow older and learn 
the meaning of life. We salute her today and think of our many experiences with her 
in recent years. God bless you, Lisa. 

Today is another Sabbath. Our meetings are over and Mom is over to the 
neighbors applying oil to troubled waters. Sohail has declared he will not marry the 
girl selected for him by his parents. He has found a girl he loves and will accept none 
other. This has brought great stress on Aquila and the extended family that will 
probably consider the entire family as dead. Custom places great restrictions which 
some cannot bear. How do you undo a betrothal (six years) and still maintain the 
status quo. Only time can tell. That is, if it can be done. 

The weather here is warm, but nice. We love it. As I sit and write about our 
leaving in two weeks and five hours, I have mixed feelings. This people need so 
badly a loving and kind leader/ example that I was able to provide that I hate to see 
them like a ship without a rudder. But it must come. We can't stay forever and it is 
going to require a generation. Yet, I'm anxious to return home and be with those I 
love once more. Torn between two opposites. What I can do for others and at 
home what others will do for me. I hate dependence and am not looking forward to 
that time. Let us hope it never comes. 

Sunday, April 18, 1982 [Ilene] 

Happy birthday to Becky today. My, April is really a birthday month for us. I've 
been doing more sorting and packing. It seems endless. But things are gradually 
getting done. We are getting excited. Arch is going golfing today after work. Sure feel 
bad he hasn't been able to do more golfing here. Yesterday was a cold day— rainy, but 
the sun is shining today and things are warming up again. 

Tuesday, April 20, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, Arch gave me the last permanent before going home in 10 days. We went 
to the bank to get traveler's checks and as usual it almost took an act of Congress to 
do it. Pakistan does everything the hard way. Our sea shipment packers will be here 
Sunday. We went over 200 lbs. on our air shipment. We should be under quite a bit 
on our sea, however. We went to Jacque and Gene Thompson's last night to a lovely 
dinner. We're invited out Thursday night and Sunday night also. 

Tuesday, April 20, 1982 [Arch] 

Got my tooth filled and before noon the filling broke and had to have it repaired 
tomorrow. We got our traveler's checks so now we will get our plane tickets. Most 
of our sea freight is isolated from Wapda stuff and except for my training manuals I 
am set for the trip. Getting our traveler's checks almost takes an act of Congress. 
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We had to get clearance from our air broker and provide ticket numbers to the bank. 
They also required that we produce our passport(s) and be within two weeks of 
departure and sign three documents that we are leaving before the traveler's checks 
were issued. 

We went out with Gene and golfed 1 1 holes the other day. I didn't have enough 
fingers and toes to keep score, but it's going to take time before I will get back to 
where I was at Toppenish. Sold Nathan's clubs to Gene for $235. Will buy him 
some new ones to replace the old ones. 

Last night we had a going away dinner at Gene Thompson's. The food was 
excellent. 

Sunday, April 25, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, here I sit in an almost empty room minus rugs, pictures, etc. Yes, the sea 
shipment went out today and I was told they were sure it was overweight, also. Just 
don't see how it could have been though. We're going to Aquila's tonight to a dinner 
with the rest of the Harza group here. 

Wish they'd just let us go home— forego all this fuss. Tomorrow the office is 
having a party for us at 1:30 p.m. Friday night we went to dinner at Shirene's. Her 
husband is a Pakistanian doctor and she is British. Had a really lovely time and 
dinner. Monday evening we're invited to William and Ellen's for an hour or so and 
Wednesday night we go to the International Women's Club style show. We leave 
Friday at 5:10 p.m. Hoorah! 

Sunday, April 25, 1982 [Arch] 

Trying to get into the country is a problem, but try and get out. Everything is 
designed to get bribes and they make no bones about it. I purchased a carpet and 
didn't get a receipt so when you go back to where you bought it they clip you 10% of 
the value of the carpet. You ante up or you don't get the receipt. Then there is the 
little matter of being overweight on your air shipment at $2 per pound freight. This 
makes souvenirs take on a new light. My work is in its last throes but still not done. 
I don't know what will happen to the work when I'm gone and I guess I shouldn't 
care, but I do. 

Our sea freight was shipped today and we are in the house without the things 
that make a house a home. But we will be gone in four days. Tonight is a "get rid 
of dinner by Aquila, our landlady. Tomorrow the office is giving a farewell and 
tomorrow night we are invited out to William and Ellen's and Tuesday I'm holding 
my last meeting with the extension group. Then we are through. We are drinking 
out of jelly glasses (bottles) and have the neighbor's sheets to sleep on, so we are 
almost gone. 
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Tuesday, April 27, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, yesterday they had a nice lunch party at the Harza office for us. All 
employees were there, including some from Mardan. They gave us a lovely copper 
plate. Sure hope we can get it in our suitcase. Today Arch went to Mardan to a 
farewell party for him. To honor him they didn't serve TEA but 7Up instead. He 
was so pleased. He is writing a report in his journal all about it. They gave us a brass 
plate with a pitcher decanter and six little wine goblets. Surely was nice of them and 
very lovely. Sure hope we can find room for it in our suitcase, also. It's been cloudy 
and rainy all day. But really not chilly, just nice. Three days and we'll be gone. 

Tuesday, April 27, 1982 [Arch] 

Today was my last official visit to Mardan Scarp. They had a seminar, which was 
well attended; 75 farmers. They called on me to give my farewell address and twice 
in my five-minute talk I got claps. Following the meeting they had a luncheon for me 
and presented me with a letter and a decanter set. Inayatullah said that they had 
never seen such a fine gentleman before and they will never again see one of such 
high character; that I had served faithfully and with honor. I was so thrilled for all 
the kind comments that were made. I bid them farewell and God's blessings. It's a 
lonesome feeling. Just two more days, then home. We are both enjoying good health 
as of today. 

Thursday, April 29, 1982 [Ilene] 

Happy Birthday to six-year-old Trent. Have a happy day! Well, just one day 
from today and we'll be at the airport getting ready to go. I believe everything is done. 
Just hold our Sabbath day tomorrow and bingo! We're gone. Just doesn't seem 
possible. But oh, so good! I do have a lot of good friends I'm leaving. But then I'm 
going home to dear friends and family. I had so hoped I would hear from the 
children today. Haven't had a letter for over a week. But no way now I will hear 
from them until I get to the States. Oh well, guess I'll live through it. 

I wonder: will I miss the Mula's calling Muslims to prayer five times a day or the 
hideous braying of donkeys or the low guttural sounds of camels and water buffalo or 
the continuous blaring of car horns, or the bus loads of hooting, yelling boys on their 
way to a wedding, or the gun shots of a wedding. Yes, I guess I will— for awhile— until 
I become adjusted again to the familiar sounds of dear America that I missed so 
much on my arrival here. But now — "bus"! (finished!) 

Thursday, April 29, 1982 [Arch] 

Today at 12:30 p.m. I joined the ranks of the unemployed. Just the words have a 
horrible sound. But it's true. I will be without work for two and a half months. Part 
of that time (five weeks) we will be on vacation, which we are going to enjoy. Right 
at 12:30 today Gene said, "Well, you are a free agent as of this minute." Inasmuch as 
I'm a free agent I decided to go home and polish my shoes. These great earth- 
shaking events have become a natural part of my life. In just 24 hours we will be 
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boarding the plane for Karachi. Mom is whistling and the tension of writing is gone. 
All that is left is an empty feeling and I guess only time can change that. 

Friday, April 30, 1982 [Ilene] 

Well, here I am sitting in a large Airbus— FIRST CLASS! PIA 327-It is 5:25 
p.m. Waiting for departure from Peshawar and then Karachi. I made it! What a day 
this has been. We've had our meetings, the last time for Sabbath on Friday. We've 
been visited, kissed, and farewelled. There were nine friends to see us off. Security 
check was VERY THOROUGH, but necessary. We're about ready for take off- 

Friday, April 30, 1982 [Arch] 

At 3:30 p.m. we left home with the same man that helped us get situated 20 
months ago. At the airport the following showed up: Gene and Jacque Thompson, 
Harold Creed, Aquila Yunus, Gared (Aquila's son-in-law), Iftakhar Hussan, Nabi 
Khan, William Patrick and other who couldn't get into the inner compound. We also 
had many visitors today and yesterday that called and wished us well. It is now 5:35 
p.m. and the door is closed and ready for take-off. . . 
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